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indet  ^ 
times  we  live  •- 
open  to  location ,  Iiko 
quiet  bourgeoisie,  nowise  reu>. 
their  occupying  that  place  so  lately  *"  u._ 
eyes,”  were  a  point  of  observation  for  all  ui~ 
assembly  during  the  night.  But  far  more  special  o^. 
attention  occupied  the  logo  immediately  opposite,  formerly  ap¬ 
pertaining  to  the  Department  of  the  Interior,  and  still  retained  by 
the  new  Government.  Here  sat  Messrs.  Ledru  Rollin,  Cremieux, 
Marrast,  Pagnerre,  Albert,  Flocon,  and  other  gentlemen  not  visible 
from  the  front :  in  fine,  with  a  few  exceptions,  the  entire  of  the  Provi¬ 
sional  Government.  At  particular  passages  of  the  play,  having  a  bear¬ 
ing  upon  politics,  a  thousand  eyes  were  turned  upon  them,  and  none 
were  louder  in  their  applause  of  parts  which  told  in  favor  of  a  repub¬ 
lic.  One  passage  in  a  speech  of  Brutus  was  particularly  applauded, 
in  which  he  says,  “  It  is  easier  to  destroy  than  to  restore.”  This  line 
was  vehemently  cheered  and  encored  by  the  audience,  and  every  eye 
was  turned  towards  the  Government  loge.  M.  Ledru  Rollin  looked 
at  his  colleague  Cremieux,  and  smiled,  the  whole  party  joining  in  the 
tumult  of  applause.  As  a  mark  of  the  good  taste  as  well  as  good  feel¬ 
ing  of  the  spectators,  we  mnst  observe,  that  several  passages  which 
might  have  been  applied  by  a  less  generous  assembly  as  bearing  against 
the  ex-King  and  his  family,  passed  without  eliciting  the  least  approba¬ 
tion,  though  the  enthusiasm  in  favor  of  a  republic  was  most  ardently 
expressed  on  every  occasion  that  offered.  It  was  not,  however,  until 
the  close  of  the  tragedy,  when  Mademoiselle  Rachel,  who  had  per¬ 
formed  Lucrece ,  appeared  to  sing  the  Marseillaise,  that  the  excited 
temperament  of  the  public  was  raised  to  the  highest  pitch. 
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TO  THE  READER. 


In  the  present  state  of  affairs  in  France,  the 
translator  of  this  Tragedy  considers  it  might 
interest  the  English  Public  to  read  a  carefully 
made  translation  of  the  celebrated  play  of  Mons. 
Ponsard,  especially  as  Monsieur  Ponsard  is  the 
literary  friend  and  pupil  of  Lamartine  ;  this  play 
procured  for  Monsieur  Ponsard  the  title  of  the 
Modern  Racine ,  and  in  it  may  be  traced  the  germ 
of  many  ideas  which  have  lately  sprung  up,  and 
which  have  so  triumphantly  developed  themselves 
in  France. 


London,  March  5,  1348. 


DRAMATIS  PERSONS. 


Junius,  surnamed  Brutus. 

Sextus ,  son  of  Tarquin  the  Proud. 
Valerius,  afterwards  surnamed  Publicola. 
Collatinus,  Lucretia's  husband. 

Lucretius,  Tjucretia's  father. 

Sulpicius.  .... 

Lit  us,  |  brothers  of  Sextus. 

Aruns,  )  J 

Tjucretia,  wife  of  Collatinus. 

Tullia ,  u  ife  of  Brutus. 

The  Sibyl  of  Camoe. 

Nurse.  .... 

Laodice.  .... 


Slaves,  Messenger ,  Citizens,  Soldiers 


Junius,  played  by  . 
Sextus ,  „ 

l,ucretia,  ., 
Tullia .  „ 


Mons.  Bocyge. 

,,  Bouchet. 
Mdme.  Dokval. 
,,  Halley. 


LUCRETIA. 


ACT  I. 

A  chamber  in  the  womens  apartments ,  in  the 
house  of  Tarquinius  Collatinus,  at  Collatia. 
Three  d'ors,  hung  with  tapestry,  open  out  on  the 
Impluvium,  on  the  left,  a  door  communicates 
with  Lucretia’s  chamber ;  on  the  right,  one 
with  the  gynceceum,  seats  and  antique  furniture 
ranged  here  and  there ;  when  the  curtain  rises, 
Lucretia  is  discovered  seated,  ivorking  with  a 
distaff,  at  a  table  placed  between  herself  and 
Nurse. —  Several  slaves  are  grouped  around,  pur- 
suing  their  avocations  ;  a  lamp  is  burning  on  the 
table . — Time,  night. 

SCENE  I. 

LUCRETIA,  NURSE,  SLAVES. 

Lucretia.  [ addressing  a  Slave. ]  Arise,  Laodice, 
and  trim  with  oil 

Yon  flickering  lamp,  to  light  our  midnight  toil. 

[Laodice  trims  the  lamp.] 
If  not,  the  hours  of  rest  will  be  too  long, 

And  we  should  work  while  yet  the  night  is  young. 
I,  too,  my  part  of  labor  will  sustain, 

And  ere  the  lamp  be  spent,  will  end  this  skein. 

Nurse .  Hearken,  Lucretia,  nor  my  zeal  forget, 
Affection’s  impulse  makes  me  claim  my  debt. 
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Your  mother  died,  you  scarce  had  seen  the  light; 

I  suckled  you,  and  nurs’d  you  day  and  night, 

I  ne’er  have  left  you  since,  and  bless  that  hate 
Which  destin’d  Collatinus  for  your  mate. 
Embolden’d  by  my  love,  I  dare  advise ;  . 

Leave  to  your  handmaids  all  rude  e.xei  cise  : 

I’ll  keep  them  busy,  till  the  blackbird’s  lay 
Shall  bid  the  world  awake,  and  hail  the  day. 

Do  you,  my  darling  child,  take  fitting  rest, 

You’ll  work  to-morrow  with  redoubled  zest. 

Why  should  long  vigils  dim  your  lustrous  eyes, 
Watching  the  rapid  shuttle  as  it  flies. 

Why  needless  labor  on  yourself  impose  ? 

Do  like  your  peeresses,  be  one  of  those 
Whose  rank  adds  lustre  to  the  brilliant  ball ; 

Bid  festive  sounds  enliven  this  lone  hall. 

Luc.  My  husband  combats  in  the  cause  of  Rome, 

1,  strive  to  keep  up  discipline  at  home. 

Each  day,  good  nurse,  bears  duties  on  its  wing  : 
Whilst  Collatinus  battles  for  his  king, 

Inspiriting  by  deeds  his  hardy  band, 

I  have  my  duties,  tho’  they  be  less  grand ; 

He  governs  in  the  camp,  and  I  rule  here  ; 

The  zeal  of  each  should  mark  its  proper  sphere. 

It  is  the  province  of  a  Roman  spouse 
Early  to  rise  and  stir  about  the  house, 

I  must  be  diligent,  my  lord  should  wear 
Robes  best  adapted  to  each  time  of  year ; 

Thus,  when  the  warrior  quits  the  tented  field, 

A  well  bleach’d  tunic  shall  his  wardrobe  yield. 
Joyous  return’d,  he  prays  the  gods  to  bless 
His  chosen  helpmate,  and  his  fond  caress 
Amply  repays  the  loss  of  short  liv’d  joys  ; 

Methinks  you  heed  not,  nurse,  calm  reason’s  voice! 
Now  Collatine’s  from  home,  I  am  yet  more 
Alive  to  prudence  and  to  guard  his  door. 

Nurse.  Still,  I  must  say,  you  push  your  zeal 
too  far, 

Why,  from  each  pleasure,  heyday  youth  debar? 
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Th£  gods  have  made  you  beauteous,  ’twerebut  right 
A  gift  so  transient  to  arrest  in  flight. 

Can  vain  caprice  your  fair  renown  defame  ? 

Your  spotless  purity  puts  doubt  to  shame ! 

And  tho’  foul  slander  strive  to  vent  its  spite, 

•Its  venom’d  tongue  disarm’d,  can  cast  no  blight ! 

Luc.  To  practise  virtue  serveth  not  alone; 

’Tis  in  our  bosoms  she  should  have  her  throne, 
Demanding  homage  from  all  men  alike ; 

Raise  but  one  doubt,  at  honor’s  root  you  strike, 
Since  to  be  chaste,  each  deed,  each  word  should  tell, 
Raise  but  suspicion,  you  destroy  the  spell. 

Nurse.  Well,  be  it  so,  prolong  your  dull  retreat, 
By  homely  precepts  youth  and  passion  cheat ; 

At  least  let  not  fatigue  increase  your  care, 

But  let  your  comely  cheeks  their  roses  wear ; 

By  mod’rate  rest  preserve  your  matron  grace, 

For  sleepless  nights  are  apt  to  leave  their  trace, 
Beware,  lest  alter’d  looks  your  lord  estrange, 

And  his  affection  suffer  by  the  change. 

Luc.  Vainly  you  urge  me  :  faithful  I  remain 
To  rules  my  grandame  bade  me  e’er  maintain. 

The  matrons  of  her  time,  who  built  their  fame 
On  their  own  handiwork,  could  justly  claim 
This  sober  epitaph,  “  True  child  of  Rome, 

“  She  labor’d  daily  at  the  humble  loom.” 

My  fingers’  toil  best  serves  my  wit  to  clear, 
Guards  from  temptation  both  mine  eye  and  ear : 
While  thus  I  follow  wise  Minerva’s  laws, 

That  mighty  goddess  will  defend  my  cause 
What,  tho’  my  beauty  lose  its  halcyon  light, 

Mine  honor,  ever  pure,  shall  ne’er  see  night ; 

Since  of  two  evils  I  must  make  my  choice, 

Let  wrinkles,  not  dishonor,  have  my  voice. 
Enough  of  this,  the  night  is  growing  old ; 

Our  lips  are  busy,  but  our  hands  we  fold. 

Let’s  to  our  tasks  ! 
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SCENE  II. 

Enter  Collatinus,  Brutus,  Sextus,  Titus,  and 
A  runs  ;  they  draw  aside  one  of  the  door  hang¬ 
ings ,  and  contemplate  Lucretia  at  work ;  mo¬ 
ment  of  silence  ;  they  then  advance  to  Lucretia  ; 
two  male  slaves  remain  in  rear . 

Sextus.  Lucretia  gains  the  (lay  ! 

[Aside. \  Oh,  beauteous  vision,  bright  as  Phoebus’ 
ray ! 

Bru.  Noblest  of  women ! 

Col.  Pardon  this  device  ! 

Thou  gainest  lustre  thro’  our  artifice. 

I  brought  these  friends  to  see  how  justly  Fame 
Had  crown’d  with  laurels  my  Lucretia’s  name. 

Bru.  You  were  a  dolt,  (to  pamper  your  conceit,) 
To  lure  such  rakes  to  chastity’s  retreat ! 

Sex.  [asideh]  The  idiot’s  right ! 

Luc.  My  lords,  you’re  welcome  here  ! 

My  joy  and  greeting  are  alike  sincere  ; 

Like  trusty  friends  you  bring  my  noble  spouse, 
Once  more  be  welcome  to  our  humble  house ! 

[She  reseats  herself ;  the  Princes  and  Collatinus 
also  talce  seats ;  Brutus  remains  standing .] 

Sex.  Before  Ardea’s  walls  our  army  lies, 
Watching  the  foe,  and  stopping  his  supplies. 

To  fold  our  arms,  outside  a  palisade, 

Throughout  the  winter,  were  a  task  too  staid ! 

We  sought  diversion  in  the  richest  feasts. 

Which  Brutus  season’d  by  his  silly  jests  ; 

We  fill  d  our  goblets  with  Falernian  wine, 

And  Hybla’s  honey  made  the  draught  divine. 

But.  Our  daintiest  epicures  give  place  to  thee, 
Each  of  thy  feasts  counts  for  a  victory. 

Sex.  What  says  the  fool? 

Biu.  Desirable  renown  1 

ro  pass  in  future  annals  lor  a  clown ; 

Iliy  courage  hath  thy  system  so  derang’d, 

%  Thy  stomach  and  thy  heart  have  places  chang'd. 
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Sex.  Yon  fool  speaks  icily,  as  an  infant  pules; 
The  beetle  soars  not  where  the  eagle  rules. 

Bru.  Hear  now  this  fable,  when  hov’ring  aloft, 
A  boasting  eagle,  a  poor  beetle,  scoff’d. 

The  beetle  wagers  that  he’ll  better  fly, 

The  bird  of  Jove  accepts,  and  tow’ring  high 
Laughing  exclaims,  with  his  proud  head  uptoss’d, 
“  Ive  gained  the  wager,”  “  No, kingbird,  you’velost” 
Rejoins  the  beetle,  who,  the  while  he  wheeled 
Atop  the  royal  bird,  had  lain  conceal’d : 

The  loftiest  peak,  a  stunted  blade  may  crown ! 
Sex.  The  fool  distracts  me,  but,  the  truth  to 
own, 

Our  brains  were  heated  by  our  talk  and  wine, 
(Their  subtle  influences  e’er  combine) 

All  subjects  were  discuss’d,  at  length  we  came 
Each  one  to  vaunt  the  virtue  of  his  dame  : 

E’en  Brutus !  And  by  Hercules,  I  think, 

He,  of  us  all,  was  farthest  gone  in  drink. 

Bru.  Chastity  in  wives,  piety  in  kings, 

Leopards  without  claws,  and  birds  without  wings, 
A  torrent  which  remounts  its  rugged  way, 

Are  things  in  truth  we  see  not  ev’ry  day ! 

Sex.  But  Collatinus  ended  this  dispute  : 

“  Such  idle  words,  says  he,  let  facts  refute ; 

“  I  have  a  stratagem,  which  we’ll  essay, 

“  ’Twill  prove  Lucretia  bears  the  palm  away, 

“  We  all  are  strong,  ’tis  early,  the  ninth  hour, 

“  At  once  let’s  hie  to  each  fair  lady’s  bow’r. 

“  We  cannot  fail  to  find,  by  this  surprise, 

“  Our  wives  quite  off  their  guard.”  “  To  horse,” 
each  cries ! 

We  gallop  into  Rome  with  early  night, 

And  at  fair  Tullia’s  door  we  first  alight.  - 
Tripping  it  lightly,  in  the  graceful  dance 
She  seem’d  to  cast  on  all  a  tender  glance, 

Feasting  of  Rome  the  noble  and  the  great, 
Forgetting  one  who  lov’d  her  till  of  late  ! 

\He  dwells  on  the  last  wordsJ] 
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Bru.  Thy  wife  was  nicer,  Sextus !  We  espied 
One  favor’d  guest  carousing  at  her  side  ! 

Sex.  In  short,  on  one  point  all  seem’d  to  unite, 
In  search  of  fleeting  joys,  to  pass  the  night; 

One  dress’d  her  golden  hair,  while  slaves  around 
Sprinkled  rich  perfumes  on  the  chequer’d  ground. 
While  from  the  polish’d  steel  she  sought  a  grace 
Not  destin’d  for  her  absent  lord  to  trace. 

One  lost  all  beauty,  as  with  trembling  hand, 

(Her  livid  features  past  her  soul’s  command,) 

She  stak’d  her  bracelet  on  the  changeful  die, 
Whilst  thirst  of  gold  illum’d  her  haggard  eye. 

Such  baneful  pleasures  you  alone  despise, 
Enhancing  by  example,  virtue’s  prize. 

By  your  chaste  vigils  you  your  honor  guard, 

And  in  fulfilling  duty  find  reward  ; 

Your  noble  heart  ordains,  that  hours  of  leisure 
Should  tend  to  profit,  not  he  pass’d  in  pleasure. 
Such  true  nobility  may  well  shame  ours, 

From  our  lost  honor,  thus,  you  cull  fresh  flow’rs. 

[Sextus  arises,  pronouncing  the  last  line  ;  Lucretia 
and  the  others  rise  also.~\ 

Aruns.  Nobly,  O  Collatine!  thy  wager’s  gain’d, 
Alone,  Lucretia  hath  her  vow  maintain’d. 

Luc.  My  virtue  merits  not  a  palm  so  great, 

And  may-be  others’  faults  you  overrate ; 

The  outward  show  will  oft  our  judgment  blind ; 
Condemn  not,  in  one  breath,  all  womankind ! 

Sex.  Such  gen’rous  words  give  triumph  brighter 
hue. 

Col.  Ibis  day  is  mark’d  with  white,  sweet  wife, 
thro’  you. 

See  that  the  couches  be  array’d  with  care, 

Mine  honor’d  visitors  should  nobly  fare. 

Let  friendly  Morpheus  chase  fatigue  away, 

And  with  his  soft  caress  fresh  strength  convey  • 
But  first  adjourn  we  to  a  well-deck’d  board ; 

By  rood  and  sleep  we  shall  be  twice  restored. 
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[Exeunt  the  Princes  and  Collatinus;  Brutus, 
when  about  to  cross  the  threshold ,  is  arrested  by 
a  siyn  from  Lucretia.  The  slaves  withdraw .] 

Luc.  Junius! 

Bru.  Nay,  Brutus  !  Am  I  not  a  brute  ? 

My  senses,  intellect,  decay'd  and  mute. 

My  folly,  oozing  fast,  o’erflows  the  brink, 

I’ll  talk,  Lucretia,  but  I  dare  not  think. 

In  clouds  I’m  lost,  my  thoughts  in  madness  drown’d, 
A  frenzied  stream  which  breaks  thro’  ev’ry  bound. 
Am  not  I  what  I  said  ?  all  know  full  well, 

On  me  the  light  of  reason  never  fell ; 

A  fool,  despis’d  too  much  to  cause  e’en  fear, 

In  pity  of  his  race,  alone,  left  here. 

The  lictor  spar’d  my  vile  and  worthless  life 
As  sport  for  Sextus  ;  and  the  thirsty  knife 
Never  shall  harm  me :  madness  purg’d  my  blood. 
The  tyrant  Tarquin,  I  alone  withstood. 

’Tis  said  a  lion,  foraging  for  prey, 

Once  stumbled  o’er  a  corse  which  block’d  his  way  ; 
He  clutch’d  the  body  in  his  lordly  hold, 

But  as  no  signs  of  life  the  members  told, 

Spurn’d  with  disdain  the  lifeless  mass  away, 
Reserv’d  his  anger,  bade  his  hunger  stay, 

Sought  other  victims  for  his  thirsty  tooth, 

Suck’d  in  their  agony,  and  then  forsooth, 

Savor’d  his  banquet,  as  with  throbbing  vein 
The  quiv’ring  flesh  betrayed  its  living  pain ; 
Tarquin’s  the  lion,  and  that  being  said, 

That  he’s  the  lion,  I,  the  brute  am  dead ! 

Tarquin,  the  lion,  having  turn’d  me  round, 
Finding  no  soul,  poor  Brutus  pardon  found. 
Tarquin,  by  Jove,  hath  nobler  ends  to  gain : 

Too  mean  a  victim,  I  may  life  retain. 

No,  Sextus  keeps  me  as  a  willing  butt, 

On  whom  his  pleasantries  more  keenly  cut. 

Luc.  Junius ! 

Bru.  Call  me  not  so  !  A  Junius,  I  ? 

I,  one  of  Tullius'  royal  progeny  ! 

B 
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I,  a  Patrician,  Senator  of  Rome  ? 

That  name  is  reverenc’d  abroad,  at  home. 

All  may  mock  Brutus ;  he  may  bear  the  slur. 
But  not  so  Junius,  else  he  were  a  cur. 

Brutus  his  father’s  murd’rer  may  embrace, 

Junius  would  slay  him  in  his  pride  of  place ! 

By  Romulus  our  godlike  founder’s  name, 

He'd  make  some  victims  to  assert  his  fame  ! 

If  I  were  Junius,  Junius  to  say  all, 

Those  who  insult  might  laugh,  but,  to  their  fall. 
Mark  well,  Lucre tia,  never  call  again 
A  Brutus,  Junius.  You  but  cast  disdain 
Upon  a  bygone  race;  they  style  me  brute, 

To  me,  a  man,  its  attributes  impute ! 

E’en  the  brute  hath  its  mate,  but  I  have  none : 
Less  happy  than  the  brute,  I  yearn  for  one ! 
Sextus  hath  stol’n  this  orphan  joy  away, 

For  she,  who  was  my  wife,  hath  fall'll  his  prey. 
Anon  you  saw  him  scourge  the  injur’d  spouse 
With  lover’s  laurels  gather’d  from  mine  house. 
Shame,  thanks  to  Sextus,  hot  in  her  pursuit, 
Doth  e’en  abase  me  lower  than  the  brute, 

Stands  watching  at  my  door,  at  home,  abroad, 
Besets  my  path,  pollutes  my  festive  board  ! 

’  1  is  well  assorted,  and  I  match  my  wife  : 

I,  a  poor  fool,  she  leads  an  impure  life. 

The  fool  must  suffer  his  adult’rous  mate 
Who  cuckolds  folly,  mocks  its  abject  state; 

In  sooth,  ’tis  pleasant!  can  it  well  be  worse  ? 

Luc.  List  to  me,  Junius,  cease  to  be  perverse! 
T  have  regard  for  you,  as  you  well  know  ; 

Y  ou  see  the  pains  I  take  my  zeal  to  show. 

From  the  bright  hour,  when  your  intrepid  hands 
R  eleas  d  my  husband  from  the  Volscian  bands. 
Our  grateful  lriendship  dates  its  happy  birth, 
And  each  day  shows  us  your  intrinsic  worth. 

My  husband  loves  you  1  can  clearly  see, 

And  all  whom  he  loves  must  be  dear  to  me. 

You  were  unhappy,  my  affection  found, 
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By  kindly  offices  it  heal’d  your  wound, 

And  each  fresh  insult  which  renew’d  your  grief 
Ordain’d  my  friendship  to  afford  relief ; 

Surprise  replaced  my  pity,  when  I  found 
A  Junius  crush’d  and  humbled  to  the  ground; 

My  spirit  shrunk  amaz'd  ’fore  such  a  spell, 

Such  contradiction  made  my  soul  rebel. 

I  doubted,  watch’d,  and  found  at  length  a  clue 
Which  prov’d  my  suppositions  to  be  true. 

Bru.  And  pray,  what  light  dawn’d  on  your  men¬ 
tal  strife  ? 

Luc .  The  Phoenix  springs  from  ashes  into  life. 
Bru.  [with  a  vacant  look.]  What  say  you,  now  ? 
Luc.  Withdraw  the  veil  for  me  ; 

Brutus  is  not  the  Brutus  people  see, 

I  have  observ’d  and  read  you  as  a  book, 

Your  gestures,  tone  of  voice,  and  studied  look; 
You  mask  with  folly  as  a  good  disguise, 

To  show  yourself  too  soon  would  be  unwise. 

Bru.  I’m  truly  great,  so  great,  abroad,  at  home, 
That  all  do  style  me,  King  of  fools  in  Rome. 

LiUC.  Where  you  were  present  once,  I  heard  it 
said : 

The  godlike  Romulus  slept  not  with  the  dead, 

But  in  Olympus  reign’d  ;  that  from  his  suite, 
Upborne  in  darkness,  (which  made  them  retreat ;) 
Some  said  as  Demigod  he  was  enthron’d, 

And  ’fore  Jove’s  council  Mars  his  offspring  own’d. 
But  others  seem’d  to  think,  and  not  a  few, 

A  treach’rous  Senate  their  great  Monarch  slew. 

I  watch’d  your  eyes  which  flash’d  with  meaning 
light, 

They  flash’d  but  once,  and  then  grew  dark  as  night ; 
That  flash  sufficed  me  tho’ ;  its  vengeful  ray 
Told  me  your  soul’s  design  as  plain  as  day ; 

Anon  too,  have  you  not  let  all  your  soul 
V ent  its  ’lorn  anguish,  past  its  own  control  ? 

No,  no,  I’ve  read  you,  and  your  deep  laid  plan 
But  slumbers  Junius,  folly  masks  the  man  ! 
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The  more  your  soul  descends  from  its  vast  height, 
More  should  we  dread  the  hour  it  casts  its  blight, 
E’en  the  affronts  you  nobly  now  endure, 

(Glutting  your  vengeance)  make  your  triumph  sure. 

Bru.  You’ve  read  me  truly,  and  I  need  not  fear 
Lucretia’s  prudence  when  such  words  I  hear ; 

I’ve  thrown  aside  my  name  but  to  resume, 

And  each  fresh  insult  founds  its  author’s  tomb. 

Luc.  Fathomless  vengeance  which  I  may  not  see, 

I  tremble  at  its  vast  immensity  ! 

Since  friendship  has  so  lightly  pierc’d  the  veil, 

Be  wary  of  the  foes  you  thus  assail. 

Forget  not,  Brutus,  in  your  fearful  plan 
The  man  must  slay  the  soul,  or  soul  the  man. 

Near  bloody  Tarquin’s  throne  e’er  hangs  the  sword 
Which  error  balances  ;  a  single  word, 

A  slight  suspicion  menaces  your  life. 

Cease  to  be  fool,  and  down  descends  the  knife. 
Your  slightest  movement  now,  makes  me  afraid, 
For  e’en  to-day  your  part  was  overplay’d ; 

Your  folly  smatter’d  reason,  steeped  in  drink 
You  overacted,  and  with  dread  I  think 
On  your  rash  language  1 

Bru.  What  need  I  restrain  ? 

The  more  I  venture,  less  I  seem  to  feign. 

I  play  sincerity,  (tho’  not  from  choice) 
l  olly  must  speak,  as  tho’  with  Reason’s  voice, 
Candour  is  olt  deem’d  folly  by  mankind, 

All  are  so  careful  to  conceal  their  mind. 

These  troublous  times  have  falsified  each  heart; 

To  gain  his  purpose,  each  assumes  a  part. 

Nor  need  I  fear,  because  you  understand, 

If  other  s  scrutiny  I  can  command  ; 

My  foes  I  find  it  easy  to  deceive, 

My  friends  will  not  so  readily  believe. 

With  hated  Tarquin,  I  the  danger  near, 

His  very  presence  warns  which  course  to  steer  • 
My  vengeance  teaches  me  to  calculate, 
lo  gain  my  end  I  must  dissimulate. 
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With  gen'rous  confidence  your  words  assail, 

Your  gentle  pity  deigns  to  pierce  the  veil, 

Softly  entranc’d  my  soul  would  for  awhile 
Forget  its  agony  in  your  chaste  smile. 

Luc.  Now  I  conceive  another  cause  of  dread 
Exists,  some  day  to  rear  its  Hydra  head : 

Your  hardy  language  causes  me  less  fear 
Than  the  fierce  vengeance  you  develop  here. 
Whate’er  your  projects  be,  first  you  should  know 
Your  die’s  no  common  one,  weigh  well  your  throw  ! 
Let  others  play  their  future  hopes  away, 

Of  you,  the  past  demands  a  due  delay : 

Since  then  your  fearful  game  you  must  conceal, 
See  that  you  dazzle  when  you  once  reveal. 

Deeds  superhuman  should  in  all  ways  tend 
In  honor,  not  disgrace  to  gain  their  end. 

Above  all,  hazard  naught  by  efforts  vain, 

And  poise  the  dangers  you  must  yet  sustain. 

Bru.  What  dangers ! 

Luc.  I  scarce  know,  but  rumors  fell 
E’en  in  my  solitude  your  perils  tell: 

Perhaps  conspiracy  e’en  now  is  rife, 

Revolt  awaits  a  leader  for  the  strife  : 

None  are  so  fit  as  you  this  plot  to  lead, 

With  years  of  outrage  heap’d  upon  your  head. 
Skill’d  to  command  the  passions  of  the  mass 
By  twenty  years  control  of  yours,  alas, 

1  fear  the  bait  may  tempt  you  now  too  far, 

And  would  by  patience  arm  you  for  the  war ! 

And  I  would  tell  you,  Junius,  that  I  find 
The  more  revil’d,  the  greater  is  your  mind. 

Bru.  Too  gen’rous  friendship  !  but  be  re-assur’d, 
My  day  will  come,  by  Destiny  secur’d. 

Oh  cruel  Fortune !  which  could  spare  my  life, 
And  yet  could  link  me  to  an  unchaste  wife ! 

If  she  who  stains  a  name  already  stain’d, 

Like  you,  Lucretia,  could  but  have  remain’d : 

Oh,  could  I  think  of  her  without  a  groan, 

If  that  my  soul  could  mingle  with  her  own, 

b  3 
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And  in  my  household  Lares  find  release 
Which  I  find  nowhere ;  if  domestic  peace 
Had  been  compatible,  that  holy  shield, 
Impregnable  to  all  attack,  I’d  wield ; 

And  should  have  felt  then,  with  an  honest  pride, 
That  all  the  obloquy  remain’d  outside. 

But  Fate  dissatisfied  with  task  half  done. 

Hath  fill  d  my  cup,  and  now  I  mourn  alone  ! 

At  length  she  treats  me  better  in  the  strife, 
Grants  me  a  sister  to  replace  my  wife, 

The  gods  defend  you  with  a  jealous  zeal, 

May  I  alone  their  shafts  of  anger  feel. 

May  they  protect  your  days  ! 

^  Luc.  *  Some  one  draws  near. 

Compose  your  countenance! 


SCENE  III. 

Enter  Collating,  Sextus,  Titus,  and  Aruns. 

Sextus  _  What !  Brutus  here  ! 

And  with  Lucretia ;  Oil  rare  interview ! 

Bull  night  with  Heav’n  born  day  portray  the  two. 
We  come  to  seek  you,  for,  alas,  we  find 
Lucretia  wanting :  and  without  thy  mind, 

Most  noble  Brutus,  ev’ry  feast  is  tame, 

P  vlands  g®1,11  zest  thro’  thy  very  name, 
tvome  and  awake  us. 

,  Shall  I  please  the  king  ? 

sir  WW  drnCn’  °r  Wilt  thou  1  should  sing? 
notes  ! lla  itC  11  US  ^lose  discordant 

Bru'  Quotes-6  tale’  great  prillce>  “y  folly 

I  he  cock  was  crowing,  when  a  certain  mole 
Blind  as  a  beetle,  from  his  darksome  hole 

•“wfi  is"S  •  Trdant’ and  he  said  awd,’ 

Who  is  this  stranger  ?  Why  is  he  so  proud  ? 
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Wluit  sun  is  this  he  heralds  ?  I  see  none  !” 

The  cock  replied,  “  but  I  can  see  the  sun — 

“  I  have  good  eyesight.” 

Sex.  Pray,  what  means  the  fool  ? 

Bru .  Nay,  mark  me,  Sextus,  keep  your  senses 
cool, 

The  cock  awakes  you,  since  your  eyes  you  close, 
You’re  the  blind  mole  ! 

Sex.  The  silly  idiot  shows 

That  he’s  the  mole,  and  that  beyond  all  doubt, 
Tho’  thine  eyes  see,  thy  mind’s  eye  is  burnt  out, 
Pshaw,  stupid  fool ! 

Col.  Nay,  you  are  too  severe  ! 

Should  bear  with  Brutus,  nor  his  weakness  jeer. 
He  is  my  guest;  my  roof  protects  his  head, 

You  commit  sacrilege,  for  it  is  said : 

He  whom  Minerva  visits,  while  on  earth, 

Her  sacred  CEgis  shields  from  mortal  mirth  ! 

Sex.  The  blow  falls  harmless  on  that  helpless 
mass ; 

Cudgels  are  useless  on  a  stubborn  ass. 

Bru.  When  I  fell  last  year,  mighty  prince,  you 
said, 

Naught  was  more  fragile  than  my  empty  head. 
You  change  your  language. 

Sex.  Yes,  I  recollect, 

’Twas  a  good  joke,  as  you  may  well  expect. 

But  for  a  blow  which  Brutus  then  sustain’d, 

(Plis  mother’s  death)  he  wTould  in  Rome  have 
reign’d. 

How  I  should  like  to  see  the  gallant  show, 

How  well  the  crown  would  deck  that  noble  brow  ! 
Brutus  accompanied  us  all  to  Greece, 

To  Delphi’s  temple,  where  we  sued  for  peace  ; 
’Twas  when  Apollo  bent  his  vengeful  bow, 

And  by  his  darts  in  Rome  caus’d  deadly  woe, 

W e  offer’d  presents  at  the  sacred  shrine. 

Brutus,  to  move  the  majesty  divine, 

Offer’d  a  stick. 
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Bril.  On  which  the  bark  remain’d, 

And  my  poor  stick  its  native  strength  retain  d. 
Sex.  We  ask’d  the  Pythoness  which  first  should 
reign  ? 

To  all  but  fools  the  oracle  was  plain — 

“  Who  first  shall  kiss  his  mother !”  At  the  sound 
Brutus  fell  awestruck,  and  embraced  the  ground. 
The  arrant  fool ! 

Bru.  A  false  step  makes  one  fall. 

Col.  Come  now,  my  lords,  unto  the  banquet  hall. 
Come,  Brutus,  think  not,  I  applaud  such  wit, 

All  guests  are  equal,  who  at  my  board  sit. 

No  matter  which  of  you,  whene’er  you  come, 

Use  my  poor  house,  as  tho’  it  were  your  home. 
Should  I  be  present,  all  I  have  is  yours, 

Nor  need  mine  absence  close  to  friends  my  doors  ! 
Luc.  My  husband’s  wishes  ever  are  mine  own. 
Sex.  Follow  us,  Brutus,  mind  you  don’t  fall  down, 
And  now  I  think  on  it,  ’tis  clear  the  god 
Was  not  o’erpleas’d  that  you  should  give  a  rod  ; 

To  show  his  anger  in  a  clearer  way, 

He  made  you  fall,  your  penalty  to  pay. 

[Exeunt  omnes  ;  Brutus,  as  he  follows  the  others. — 

Bru.  The  god  was  satisfied.  Thou  wast  not  told 
My  hollow  stall  conceal’d  a  rod  of  gold. 


END  OF  ACT  I. 
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ACT  II. 

A  room  in  Brutus'  house ,  at  Rome ,  which  opens 
on  the  Atrium ,  and  communicates  by  side 
doors  on  the  left  with  Brutus'  chamber ,  and 
on  the  right ,  ivith  Tullia's .  'L'he  splendor  of  this 
room  should  contrast  with  the  simplicity  of  Lu¬ 
cre  ti  a  s  chamber.  A  table ,  whereat  Brutus  is 
seated.  Time ,  day. 


SCENE  I. 

BRUTUS. 

Brutus .  “  Who  first  shall  kiss  his  mother,  first 
shall  reign !” 

I  kiss’d  the  ground,  the  oracle  was  plain — 

I  have  accomplish’d  it,  and  when  the  god 
Propitiously  receiv’d  my  golden  rod, 

“  Brutus,”  he  said,  “  I  take  thy  staff  of  gold,” 

“  And  will  thy  future  Destiny  unfold. 

“  Thy  stick  shall  break  the  sceptre  and  the  crown, 
“  The  name  of  fools  shall  twice  hurl  monarchs 
down.”  [ He  rises.'] 

The  name  of  fools  must  surety  be  mine  own, 

I  am  predestin’d  to  o’erthrow  the  throne ! 

I  feel  as  tho’  it  were  a  sacred  spell 

Which  bears  me  on,  and  makes  my  bosom  swell. 

The  sacred  oracle  spake  not  in  vain, 

I  feel  such  honors  I  may  still  attain; 

Ah,  1  shall  govern  ;  Fate’s  decree  is  clear  ! 

I  scent  the  whirlwind  in  the  atmosphere. 

Vainly  would  Tarquin  strive  to  level  all, 

Our  haughty  nobles  wince  beneath  his  gall. 

If  they  he  so  stubborn  that  they  will  not  bend, 

He  mows  them  down,  nor  compasses  his  end. 

E’en  with  the  Senate  he  hath  play’d  this  game ; 
When  ancient  privilege  they  dar’d  reclaim, 

The  jealous  Despot  gave  them  quick  relief, 

By  cutting  off  the  noblest,  staid  their  grief; 

But  like  an  avalanche,  we  onward  roll, 
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Collecting  forces  which  disdain  control. 

In  shade  recruited  they  shall  yet  see  light, 
Brighter  shall  dawn,  when  ’merging  from  the  night, 
Tho’  we  submit,  and  murmur  not  aloud, 

We  hide  rebellion,  ’neatli  a  low’ring  cloud  _ 
Which  soon  must  burst,  for,  as  Lucretia  said, 

All  are  now  ready,  but,  await  ahead, 

And  just  occasion,  we  shall  surely  find 
Opprest  Patricians  rise  as  with  one  mind. 

Their  head  shall  be  myself ;  oh  glorious  Fate  ! 
How  humble  Brutus  then  will  slake  his  hate, 
Avenging  country,  father,  all  the  past; 

Restoring  liberty  ;  with  one  fell  blast 
I’ll  crush  the  tyrant  and  his  maudlin  race ! 

Then  shall  the  fool’s  name  leave  its  glorious  trace ' 
Bide  we  our  time  tho’,  nor  on  chance  presume, 
We  are  not  rabid  yet,  we  only  fume, 

We’re  in  a  troubled  calm,  like  when  the  sky 
Amasses  vapours  ’neath  its  canopy. 

So  swell  our  wrongs,  and  so  the  surcharg’d  air 
In  stifled  tremor  doth  awhile  forbear, 

Waiting  for  breath,  its  tempest  to  disgorge, 

So  broods  mine  anger  while  my  bolts  I  forge ! 
Blood  of  my  ancestors,  my  strife  sustain , 

Fill  from  the  parent  source  each  throbbing  vein, 
And  thou  beloved  Rome,  for  whom  I  pray, 
Eternal  city,  hail  thy  triumph’s  day ! 

Yes,  Rome,  I  promise  thee,  thou  shalt  be  grand, 
Such  thy  foundation  as  shall  Time  withstand, 

And  such  thy  grandeur  as  thy  dastard  king 
Never  had  dreamed.  For  thee  aside  I’ll  fling 
This  hated  mask,  my  heart’s  blood  freely  pour 
As  a  libation,  kept  for  thee  in  store, 

I  he  source  of  Pity’s  tears  for  me  is  dried, 
Absorb’d  in  suffering  or  repell’d  by  pride, 

1  wallow  proudly  in  my  filthy  bed, 

1  o  ev’ry  insult  seems  my  spirit  dead ; 

Pm  grown  so  callous,  from  this  trance  to  break, 
I’d  need  a  lash  of  nettles  to  awake. 

Lucretia’s  sympathy  turn’d  wrath  away  ! 
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Enter  Valerius. 

Bru.  How  fares  Valerius,  brings  he  news  to-day  ? 
Val.  All  hail  to  Brutus,  for  his  wish  is  crown’d, 
And  deeds  of  words  henceforth  usurp  the  ground. 
At  length  we’re  weary  of  the  despot’s  rod  ; 

Our  nobles  hut  await  your  final  nod. 

All,  our  Patricians,  Senators  and  Knights ! 

Are  sick  to  surfeit  of  the  Tyrant’s  flights. 

For  this  Rutulian  war,  which  sweats  each  purse, 
Their  hoarded  coin  they  will  no  more  disburse, 

I  fed  their  hatred,  poison’d  ev’ry  mind, 

Reopen’d  ancient  wounds  ;  with  dext’rous  blind 
Taught  Hope  to  spring  from  her  oblivious  trance, 
And  bade  them  look  to  quick  deliverance, 

Nor  did  I  quit  them,  till  I’d  sown  a  seed 
Whose  fruit  shall  ripen  in  the  hour  of  need  ; 
Already  hardy  words  may  now  be  heard. 
Discussions,  councils,  which  before  were  fear’d. 

In  Tarquin’s  absence  we  prepare  the  road ; 

Our  wrath  hath  hatch’d  a  plot  which  must  explode. 
Most  of  the  Senators  have  vow’d  his  doom, 

And  sworn  revenge  by  their  ancestral  tomb. 

We’re  at  the  threshold  of  our  vast  design, 

With  prompt  decision  should  adopt  a  line — 

When  they  exclaim’d  “we  want  a  chief  to  lead,” 

I  cancell’d  ev’ry  doubt  upon  that  head, 

Told  them  a  chief  existed,  would  appear 
At  fitting  moment,  and  they  need  not  fear 
He  should  be  wanting  ;  then,  without  delay, 

I  clos’d  the  interview  ;  this  very  day 
All  augurs  well,  I  find  you  here  at  home, 

Think  you  not,  Junius,  that  the  time  is  come  ? 
Should  we  not  act  ? 

Bru.  No,  prudence  bids  us  wait. 

Val.  Can  this  be  Junius,  does  he  hesitate  ? 

He  lets  slip  vengeance,  object  of  his  life  ? 

Bru.  I  would  strike  home,  when  I  unsheath  the 
knife  ! 
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Val.  ’Tis  time  to  strike  ;  the  tyrant  is  away  ; 
E’en  the  most  recreant  clamor  for  the  fray. 

Bru.  What  matters  that  ?  His  absence  hence 
boots  naught ; 

His  camp’s  the  spot,  for  us,  with  danger  fraught ; 
Should  he  return,  and  bring  his  num’rous  host, 

The  work  of  years  in  one  short  moment’s  lost.. 

Even  in  Rome  the  rabble  pay  him  court, 

And  view  the  Senate  as  their  lawful  sport. 

These  base  plebeians  glory  in  our  wrongs, 

Which  furnish  gossip  to  their  idle  throngs  ; 

And,  to  unseat  the  magnates  of  the  land, 

The  people  ever  lend  a  willing  hand, 

And  aid  the  tyrant  who  provides  them  spoil, 

On  which  they  batten  without  too  much  toil. 

Nor  will  they  cavil  at  his  bloody  lust, 

Until  beneath  their  noses  he  shall  thrust 
His  murd’rous  onslaught,  let  him  strike  one  blowr, 
Stir  up  their  puddled  blood;  make  them  his  foe.: 
Let  him  assail  their  order,  they  will  rise, 

And  driv’n  by  fear,  commence  hostilities  ! 

The  despot  yet  some  odious  stretch  will  make, 

All  ranks  will  fraternise  the  throne  to  shake  ! 

Strike  at  our  neighbour,  and  you  touch  a  chord 
Which  gnaws  our  entrails,  and  we  draw  the  swrord 
In  self  defence.  Athens  hath  lately  shown 
A  bright  example,  hurling  from  his  throne 
The  base  Hipparchus,  who  for  fifteen  years 
Had  reap’d  a  harvest,  moist  with  slav’ry’s  tears. 

Th  Athenians  bore  with  him  until  such  time 
He  rap  d  a  woman ;  for  this  daring  crime 
He  fell  a  victim  to  th’  avenger’s  knife  : 

An  outrag  d  people  claim’d  his  blood-stain’d  life. 

/  al.  1  his  crisis  may  not  fall  within  our  scope  ! 
Bru.  Impunity  grows  bolder,  there’s  my  hope  : 
His  first  attempts  are  crown’d  with  such  success, 
They  pave  the  way  to  ev’ry  vile  excess. 

f  al.  Is  this,  the  chance  on  which  our  hopes 
depend ! 
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Thy  wisdom  points  not  to  a  surer  end  ? 

A  plot,  since  twenty  years,  conceal’d  with  skill 
Shall  hinge  on  hazard,  not  upon  thy  will ; 

And  should  this  chance  ne’er  offer,  wilt  thou  then 
Risk  a  discov’ry  thus.  I  say  again, 

Hast  well  thought  on  it  ? 

Bru.  I  have  weigh’d  it  well. 

V al.  And  thy  last  word  is  ? 

Bru .  Time,  its  tale,  shall  tell ! 

The  more  I  ponder,  yet  the  more  I  find, 

Delay,  (which  makes  our  strength,)  is  our  best  blind. 
V al.  Thy  murder’d  father  ! 

Bru .  I  will  vindicate  ! 

V al.  Thy  heap’d  up  insults  ! 

Bru.  Teach  me  how  to  wait. 

Val.  Beware,  lest  this  supineness  prove  our  bane  ! 
Our  partisans  are  pledg’d  and  may  complain ; 
What  shall  I  answer,  should  they  say,  my  arm 
Is  slow  to  strike,  altho’  my  words  be  warm ! 

Bru.  Ere  they  destroy  or  change  Rome’s  present 
state, 

First  they  should  know  how  they  would  renovate, 
Should  we  expel  the  Tarquins,  in  their  place, 
Shall  we  exalt  the  Senate,  populace  ? 

Or,  shall  we  give  another  king  his  bout  ? 

Whom  shall  we  choose  ? 

Val.  For  Brutus  all  will  shout. 

Bru.  Far  nobler  objects  have  I  to  attain, 

Solid  prosperity,  in  Rome,  should  reign. 

Read  well  my  projects  now :  and  learn,  my  friend, 
Vengeance  should  never  be  the  Patriot’s  end! 
Now  is  the  time  when  ev’ry  one  should  know 
What  post  to  fill,  whene’er  we  strike  the  blow. 

If  that  my  pray’r  be  heard,  no  mortal  hand 
Shall  hold  again  a  sceptre  in  this  land. 

Tarquin  was  tyrant,  and  another  might 
Tread  in  his  footsteps !  no,  adieu,  the  night, 

The  night  of  nascent  Rome,  when  weak,  at  bay, 
By  her  forc’d  conquests  she  first  saw  the  day ! 

c 
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Then,  she  requir’d  a  mighty  arm  to  lead, 

Her  helpless  body  needed  a  strong  head 
To  check  the  rising  passions  by  its  sway. 

Rome,  sav’d  too  early,  needs  another  day ! 

Better  to  stem  the  storm  that  growl'd  around, 

In  discipline,  her  certain  strength,  she  found ; 

The  grandeur  of  the  danger  breath’d  her  soul, 

Her  pride  gain’d  vigor  thro’  a  just  control, 

The  warrior  slumber’d  ’neath  the  docile  man, 

But  Rome  hath  triumph’d,  and  we  change  our  plan ; 
We  need  not  fight  to  save  the  city  wall. 

And  hence  our  martial  ardor  ’gins  to  pall ; 

In  a  deep  trance  our  safety  plunges  sense, 

In  growing  enervate  we  sap  defence. 

The  sceptre  fears  no  rival  to  its  might, 

And  in  oppression  finds  its  main  delight. 

We’re  curb’d  by  unjust  laws,  have  not  the  heart 
That  pristine  freedom  could  alone  impart. 

E’en  in  our  houses,  banquets,  and  our  dress, 

All  are  degenerate  ;  while  most  confess 
Their  armor  cumbers  them ;  the  warrior's  sword 
Rusts  in  its  sheath ;  the  too  luxuriant  board, 
Mansions,  in  lieu  of  huts,  our  fall  proclaim, 
Romans  no  longer,  tho’  we  bear  the  name  ! 

Our  strength  gives  way  before  this  luxury, 
lut  cause  of  most  alarm,  with  grief  I  see, 
jylodesty  follows  in  our  shoalgirt  wake, 

^Ihe  state  were  shipwreck’d,  should  she  quite 
forsake.) 

Our  women’s  virtue  imitates  our  own, 

And  like  our  valour  abdicates  its  throne  ! 

Sign  of  destruction,  if  the  evil  spread ! 

Rome  is  predestin’d,  number’d  with  the  dead  ! 
She  must  die  soon,  unless  a  mighty  storm 
Shake  her  foundations,  and  the  state  reform, 

Give  us  new  souls,  recall  our  former  pride ;  ’ 

She  may  be  rescued  then,  and  stem  the  tide. 

*b  niay  my  country  reach  maturity, 

*  nd  cleanse  the  past  from  all  impurity ! 
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To  renovate  her  soul,  and  make  Rome  grand, 

The  Hag  of  Liberty  must  take  its  stand ! 

And  with  that  holy  standard  once  unfurl’d, 

We’ll  rouse,  to  Freedom’s  call,  the  slumb’ring  world, 
And  the  rallying  cry  to  Liberty ! 

Shall  be  Equality,  Fraternity  ! 

This  second  ardor  shall  replace  the  first, 

Rome  into  splendor  and  existence  burst ! 

Else  were  she  dastard,  as  her  royal  race, 

Once  free,  the  She-Wolf  shall  assert  her  place  ! 
Val.  Then  wouldst  thou  govern  by  the  multitude? 
Bru.  That  would  but  change  our  mode  of  ser- 

[vitude ! 

The  mob  is  ever  fickle,  passion  blind, 

And  led  by  faction,  an’  thou’dst  rule  mankind ! 
Pour  oil  of  adulation  on  the  mass, 

You  gain  their  suffrages,  (tho’  brief  alas  !) 

For  new  ambitions,  budding  into  life, 

Grasping  for  pow’r,  renew  the  bloody  strife ; 

No,  let  our  Senators  their  office  hold, 

Leave  our  Patricians  to  amass  their  gold ; 

But  let  us  elevate,  above  them  all, 

Men  whom  the  people  shall  defenders  calk 
In  short,  I  wish  to  change  but  this  one  thing, 

I’ll  leave  all  standing,  save  the  name  of  king ! 

Val .  Thy  future  projects  unto  me  disclose. 

Bru.  The  states  of  Greece  as  model  I  propose, 
With  Delphi’s  Pythoness  I  have  conferr’d; 
Lycurgus,  So] on’s  laws  have  also  heard; 

Two  kings  rule  Lacedemon  to  this  day ; 

Both  enjoy  empire,  both  have  equal  sway. 

In  fine,  they  act  beneath  each  other’s  eyes : 

One  checks  the  other,  this,  so  far,  is  wise. 

For  sharing  pow’r,  they  work  with  double  zeal 
Give  double  profit  to  the  common  weal. 

Perpetual  monarchy  leads  to  excess, 

With  undue  latitude,  kings  oft  oppress. 

Now  Athens,  wisely,  monarchy  eschews, 

And  fixes  limits  which  must  check  abuse ; 
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Her  chief’s  ambition  is  to  illustrate. 

He  must  be  speedy,  if  be  would  be  great ; 

He  dares  not  tyrannise,  the  constant  fear 
Of  a  successor  bids  him  justly  steer, 

He  feels  the  reins  are  slipping  from  bis  band, 
Knows  he  must  truckle,  where  be  us’d  command. 
Both  systems  have  their  merits  ;  let  us  take 
A  part  from  each,  a  perfect  fusion  make ; 

Let  Rome,  like  Sparta,  name  a  double  chief, 
Whose  sway,  as  Athens  shows  us,  shall  be  brief. 
The  circling  year  conclude  each  short-liv’d  reign. 
And  new  defenders  then  our  arms  maintain. 

Such  is  my  plan,  Valerius,  which  I’m  sure, 

To  Rome,  eternal  grandeur  must  secure. 

I  have  unbosom’d  all  to  thee,  my  friend ; 

Upon  thy  future  aid  may  I  depend  ? 

V il.  Brutus  conceives,  and  Rome  adopts  a  plan 
By  gods  predestin’d,  not  alone  by  man  ! 

Egeria’s  fount,  like  Numa,  thou  hast  sought, 

And,  at  its  sacred  source,  thy  wisdom  bought. 

Bru.  If  so,  then  pave  the  way,  and  each  man’s 
mind 

At  once  enlighten,  lest  he  work  as  blind. 

Our  hate  should  be  unflinching,  now  that  hope 
Expands  our  wings,  and  gives  our  pow’rs  scope  ! 
With  patience  arm’d,  let  us  our  plans  combine  ; 
Bid  all,  like  me,  before  the  gods  incline  ; 

Keep  well  our  secret,  for  to  thee  alone, 

As  yet,  my  sentiments  are  truly  shown. 

Hist,  I  hear  footsteps.  [Exit  Valerius.] 


SCENE  II. 

Enter  Sextus  and  Tullia  from  a  door  on  the 
right.  Brutus  sits  down. 

Sextus.  Brutus,  then,  shall  vouch 

I  or  what  I  say :  Behold,  on  yonder  couch 
Our  sapient  judge  reclines,  whose  addled  brain 

I I  eats  gravest  subjects  in  a  sportive  vein  ; 
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His  eyes  are  good  tho’,  he  can  use  his  eyes ! 

(And  in  some  matters  infants,  e’en,  are  wise.) 

Let  him  then  judge,  if  I  exaggerate. 

[Addressing  Brutus.]  I  strove  to  sketch,  (my 
words  inadequate,) 

How,  ’mid  her  slaves,  tho’  clad  in  homely  gear, 
Lucretia  like  a  goddess  did  appear ; 

Vainly  I  speak,  by  Hercules  I  swear ! 
kor  such  a  miracle  makes  Tullia  stare : 

Thine  eyes  were  witness,  hark  to  what  he  saith ! 

Bru .  The  Trojan  shepherd,  he  of  perjur’d  faith, 
Who  sold  his  country  and  paternal  race, 
Forgetting  honor,  for  a  wanton’s  face, 

Not  unto  Pallas  gave  the  golden  prize, 

But  unto  Cypris,  she  of  beaming  eyes. 

Sex.  Thou  speak’st  of  Cypris,  Brutus,  trebly 
brute. 

Speak  of  Lucretia. 

Tul.  Cease  this  vain  dispute  ! 

Posterity  vthy  mighty  deeds  shall  learn, 

Its  embryo  monarch’s  merits  shall  discern, 

Wlio  left  the  field  of  honor,  but  to  gaze 
Upon  a  woman,  all  shall  speak  in  praise 
Of  deeds  so  worthy  of  thy  royal  race, 

Sprung  from  iEneas,*  hide  thy  woman’s  face, 
Humble  thy  pride  to  well  assort  each  thread, 
Another  Paris  seek  thy  Helen’s  bed. 

Sex.  Tullia ! 

Tul.  Well,  Sextus,  have  you  not  confess’d, 
Domestic  labors  have  for  you  such  zest. 

The  busy  spindle  hath  such  wondrous  charms, 
That  it  hath  made  you  lay  aside  your  arms. 

Sooth,  your  Lucretia  shows  a  mighty  soul, 

Taking  a  slave’s  part,  what  a  grand  control 
Her  precious  knowledge  of  the  distaff  yields, 

She  weans  the  warrior  from  the  martial  fields. 

*  With  all  due  deference  to  Mrs.  Tullia,  and  Monsieu 
Ponsard,  Brutus,  not  Sextus,  claimed  descent  from  /Eneas. — 
Translator's  Note. 
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I  had  an  aged  slave,  whose  wondrous  skill, 

With  admiration,  your  great  soul,  would  fill. 

Had  I  but  known  your  taste,  she  should  have  shown. 
And  with  Lucretia,  might  dispute  the  throne. 

Sex.  Doubtless,  ’tis  nobler  far  to  feast  your  friends, 
T’  admit  each  idle  fop  who  hither  wends, 

To  know  each  wrestler  by  familiar  name, 

To  judge,  in  dancing,  who  the  wreath  should  claim  ; 
To  be  well  skill’d  in  casting  fortune’s  die, 

Bathing  in  milk,  to  captivate  the  eye, 

That  you  may  hear  the  praises  of  the  crowd, 
Whisper’d  of  course,  (tho’  whisper’d  rather  loud ;) 
To  wear  for  all  a  smile,  a  ready  lie, 

In  graceful  posture  bid  your  lovers  sigh, 

Wooing  soft  Zephyr,  with  a  feather  fan. 

Envied  by  woman,  but  ador’d  by  man, 

While  garlands  decorate  your  flowing  hair, 

And  gaudy  colors  in  profusion  stare. 

I  know  none  other,  Tullia,  who  can  claim 
Such  reputation  in  this  glorious  game. 

Tul.  [aside.']  Oh,  biting  sarcasm !  [Aloud.']  Oh, 
thrice  witty  tongue, 

fho  you  have  chang  d  the  burden  of  your  song, 
bor,  if  I  recollect,  with  haughty  smile 
You  scoff  d  at  labor,  and  pronounc’d  it  vile ; 

You  said,  that  woman  should  employ  each  art 
In  aid  of  nature,  to  enslave  your  heart: 

That  choicest  ornaments  should  deck  her  hair, 
Whilst  i ichest  tissue  she  should  ever  wear. 

Alone  plebeians,  should  their  fingers  soil 
Iii  use  of  distaffs  and  domestic  toil ; 

That  such  as  I  should  keep  a  tender  glance, 
frequent  all  concerts,  and  adorn  the  dance. 

I  ou  set  example  too,  as  well  as  spoke : 

With  girdle  loosen’d  and  a  rakish  cloak, 

Your  locks  anointed,  and  with  myrtle  crown’d, 

In  Sybarite  pursuits,  you  glory  found. 

Our  ancient  habits  seem’d  to  lose  all  zest ; 

How  is  t  so  suddenly  you  change  your  gest  ? 
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Your  moral  code  has  chang’d,  you’re  growing  nice, 
Adopt  austerity  as  your  device. 

Lucre tia,  truly,  hath  transform’d  you  quite ! 

Sex.  Truly ! 

Tul.  In  your  enchantress,  all  is  bright ! 

She  is  your  standard,  act  she  as  she  will. 

Tis  crime  in  others  to  dispute  her  skill. 

Ah  ! — then  you  love  her. 

Sex.  I  love  her  virtue  ! 

Tul.  This  moral  weakness,  truly ’s  something  new. 
Y  ou  have  been  slow  to  show  it,  I  must  say. 

Sex.  I  sought  an  object,  worthy  such  display ! 
Tul.  I  understand  you:  act  without  restraint! 
The  prude  bewitches  you,  I  see  your  feint. 

Go,  try  the  secret  of  this  virtue  rare  ! 

Aye,  seek  the  key  to  it,  with  artful  care. 

Go,  modesty  aghast  shall  take  to  flight, 

Forsake  the  threshold  where  your  feet  alight! 
Enter  this  fastness  which  excludes  e’en  air, 

Lest  some  rude  spy  divulge  what  passes  there. 

Ah,  woe  betide  the  wife,  your  path  has  crost, 
However  chaste  she  be,  her  good  name’s  lost. 

I  see  the  moment  when  your  wanton  touch 
On  her  pure  cheek  shall  cause  dishonor’s  blush. 

I  shall  have  vengeance  in  her  blazon’d  shame ! 

Her  praises  wound  me,  soon  shall  busy  fame 
Proclaim  her  fall.  She  yet  shall  fall  so  low 
That  e’en  my  enmity  shall  pity  show ! 

Go,  speed  thy  mission,  speed  its  fatal  end ! 

Bru.  [aside.]  Can  woman  to  such  infamy  descend ! 

\  He  rises  and  approaches  Sextus  and  Tullia.] 

Anon,  you  sought  my  counsel,  I  believe. 

I’ll  give  it  freely,  nor  your  minds  deceive. 

To  both  of  you  the  adage  is  well  known  : 

“  The  sheep  avoids  the  wolf,  the  bee,  the  drone.” 
No,  each  will  seek  a  mate  to  suit  their  taste. 

Nor  should  your  ribald  tongues  asperse  the  chaste ! 
Why  speak  ye  of  Lucre  tia,  for  I  say : 

Ye’ve  naught  in  common  with  her ;  night  and  day 
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Are  less  discordant  in  their  element ! 

On  such  a  subject  be  less  insolent! 

Sex.  Your  language,  Tullia,  void  of  all  disguise. 
Shows  me  you  rail  your  guest;  I  deem  it  wise 
To  take  my  leave  now.  [Exit  Sextus.] 

Bru.  T’is  thou  art  sunk’n  low  ! 

Canst  thou,  than  this,  more  self  abasement  show  ? 
Canst  thou  fall  lower  from  thy  high  estate  ? 

Thy  lover  laughs  at  thee,  nor  screens  his  hate ! 

An’  thou  wouldst  satisfy  thy  wanton  heart, 

Take  a  new  lover  to  remove  the  smart. 

Speak  to  me,  Tullia !  say,  is  this  the  vow 
Breath’d  at  the  altar  with  devotion’s  show 
For  this  didst  offer  victims  without  gall, 

Juno  as  witness  to  thy  vows  did’st  call  ? 

Distaff  in  hand,  I  saw  thee  penetrate 
The  inner  fane  of  Vesta,  goddess  great ; 

Now  in  thy  madness  thou  dost  chase  her  hence, 
By  thine  impiety  and  base  offence. 

If,  that  the  gods  afflict  me  by  their  blight, 

If,  that  to  rule  at  home,  I  have  no  right, 

Shouldst  thou  not  rather  keep  a  stricter  guard 
Since  that  thy  husband’s  honor  is  thy  ward. 

How,  had  thy  name  above  all  women’s  shone 
Hadst  thou  existed  for  the  fool  alone ; 

Such  abnegation  had  won  fame  for  thee, 

(Thou  ow’dst  it  to  thyself,  if  not  to  me  !) 

Thou  hadst  outshone  Lucretia,  but  contrast 
The  Tullia  of  to  day  with  what  thou  wast. 

And  yet  this  shameful  drama  must  soon  end, 

But  one  way  frees  thee  nobly  !  as  a  friend, 

Poor  silly  woman,  I  will  tell  thee  how, 

My  gen’rous  soul  would  raise  thy  humbled  brow  ; 
Long  since  estrang’d,  I  live  for  self  alone, 

And  from  this  cause  have  no  displeasure  shown ! 
E’en  now  of  bitterness  there  lurks  no  trace, 
Supreme  disdain  usurps  mine  anger’s  place. 
Accept  the  counsel  which  the  gods  ordain, 

And  let  calm  judgment  thy  resolve  maintain. 
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Had  I  been  guilty  of  a  heinous  crime, 

1  would  pay  forfeit  by  a  deed  sublime  ; 

I’d  mete  such  justice  to  my  guilty  soul, 

As  soon  should  place  me  past  all  men’s  control ; 

I  would  defy  all  human  law  to  gain, 

Such  perfect  justice,  as  I  would  attain  ! 

Aye,  I  would  quaff  from  Phlegethon’s  hot  stream. 
On  the  black  Stygian  banks  my  crime  redeem ! 
My  glorious  death  should  bid  the  world  forget 
I  had  been  criminal  ;  thou  hast  time  yet — 

\_lle  resumes  a  humble  attitude .] 

’Twas  all  I  had  to  say. 

\_Exit  Brutus.] 

Tul.  Would,  ’twere  a  dream! 

Reason  forsakes  and  Hope  forgets  to  beam  ; 
Anon,  ’tis  Sextus’  mocking  tongue  I  hear, 

The  idiot  Brutus,  now,  awakes  my  fear  ; 

The  former  tramples  on  me,  worse  than  all 
Rails  at  my  grief,  tho’  author  of  my  fall ; 

The  latter,  (prodigy  of  Vesta’s  hate,) 

The  fool  learns  wisdom  to  pronounce  my  fate  ! 
How  grand  he  look’d,  I  cow’rd  beneath  his  eye. 
When,  dread  as  Minos’  self,  he  bade  me  die, 

And  from  his  lips,  such  words  of  wisdom  fell, 
They  seem’d  the  echo  of  an  oracle. 

The  mighty  Juno  heard  my  marriage  vow, 

’Twas  her  vast  vengeance  which  illum’d  his  brow. 
Such  time  revenge,  her  heav’nly  soul,  doth  warm, 
’Tis  said,  she  will  assume  an  earthly  form. 
Appearing  in  a  fool’s  or  infant’s  guise, 

Conjure  dark  visions  ’fore  our  mortal  eyes. 

Alas,  I’m  doom’d,  black  horror  without  bounds, 
Freezes  my  heart’s  blood,  my  lost  soul  confounds  ; 
The  gods  have  said,  I  bow  to  their  decree, 

Let  death  efFace  my  past  iniquity : 

I  will  obey  them. 


Slave. 


Enter  a  Slave. 

In  the  banquet  hall, 
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Your  guests  await  you,  for  fair  Tullia  call ; 

The  feast  is  serv’d,,  roses  the  air  perfume, 

Let  costly  wines  dispel  your  gath’ring  gloom. 

Till.  Enough,  I  follow  thee,  hail  frenzied  joy 
Drown  my  soul’s  agony  without  alloy. 


END  OF  ACT  [I. 
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ACT  III. 

The  scene  passes  beneath  the  peristyle  o/Tarquin’s 
palace ,  at  Rome ;  the  walls  are  decorated  with 
heroic  and  mythological  paintings  ;  in  the  centre 
of  the  Atrium  is  placed  the  altar  of  the  Roman 
She  Wolf ;  several  side  doors  give  free  passage  be¬ 
tween  the  pillars .  On  the  left  stands  a  table , 
covered  with  jewels ;  on  the  right ,  a  bronze  tripod . 

SCENE  I. 

SEXTUS,  SULPICIUS. 

Sextus .  Tliou  comest  from  the  camp.  How 
speeds  it  there  ? 

Sul.  The  king,  my  lord,  sends  letters,  which  I 
bear, 

Sex.  [ taking  a  papyrus  scroll ,  whence  he  reads 
loudd\  “  My  son,  while  war  retains  us  thus  from 
home, 

;  I  fear  that  we  neglect  our  lands  in  Rome, 

£  Noxious  plants  grow  apace  and  run  to  seed, 
c  Some  skilful  gard’ner’s  hand  the  soil  should 
weed, 

£  I  think  you’d  better  see  to  our  domain, 

£  By  timely  pruning,  check  the  rebel  grain.” 

My  father  ever  keeps  his  prudent  style, 
le  covers  deepest  meaning  with  a  smile, 

Aid  should  he  want  a  head,  his  wish  would  show 
3y  felling  poppies  with  a  dext’rous  blow. 

Vnd  was  this  all,  Sulpicius  ? 

Sul.  No,  the  king, 

Bade  me  the  news  of  one  Valerius  bring. 

I  am  to  watch  which  way  the  wind  blows  there, 

To  sift  his  projects,  must  no  effort  spare. 

Sex .  My  father  views  men  with  a  morbid  eye, 
Who,  at  this  juncture,  dares  rebellion  try  ? 
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’Twere  not  the  Senate,  with  its  aged  blood 
Purg’d  of  all  humors  ;  they  have  understood, 

That  quietude  suits  best  their  doting  years, 

How  should  such  hoary  driv’llers  raise  his  fears. 
There  crumbles  daily  from  their  inert  mass, 

Some  splinter’d  fragment,  soon  ’twill  come  to 
pass ; 

The  corrupt  members  hast’ning  to  decay, 

The  lifeless  carcass  too  will  pass  away. 

From  the  plebeians  we  have  naught  to  fear, 

Whilst  they’re  employ’d  in  war,  or  building  here. 
We  easily  command  their  sordid  hate, 

Their  grasping  avarice,  by  largess,  sate. 

Yes,  we  alone  have  wealth  combin’d  with  force, 
Can  rule  by  fear  or  bounty ;  either  course 
Makes  us  omnipotent,  one  gains  allies, 

The  other  quashes  all  rash  enterprise  ! 

And  should  they  raise  the  standard  of  revolt, 

They  have  no  leader ;  like  a  thunderbolt, 

My  father  crushes  ev’ry  would-be  chief, 

Whose  dang’rous  arm  might  work  the  serf’s  relief ; 
Time  honor’d  names  of  ev’ry  glorious  race, 

His  ready  sickle  mow’d  from  off  earth’s  face. 

Of  Numa’s  vaunted  reign  but  memory’s  left, 
Hostilius’  race  expires,  of  heirs  bereft ; 

Our  predecessor’s  blood  stain’d  in  its  course, 

Hath  the  fool  Brutus,  as  its  last  resource. 

Sul.  V alerius  only  ! 

Sex.  Pshaw,  he  talks  too  loud  : 

Real  conspirators  their  plots  enshroud. 

Be  sure,  Sulpicius,  we  need  fear  but  those 
Who  masking  language,  hide  projected  blows. 
Cease  we  to  read  the  future’s  mystic  scroll, 

As  present  objects  quite  engross  my  soul. 

In  these  thy  talents  thou  may’st  best  display, 
Valerius’  bugbear  plot  will  ne’er  see  day  ! 

Sul.  Mine  eyes  shall  watch,  my  tongue  insinuate, 
1  will  strike  surely,  serve  your  love  or  hate. 

Sex.  Know’st  thou  Lucretia  ? 
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Sul.  Yes,  I  do,  and  fame 

Couples  with  honor  her  illustrious  name, 

All  speak  her  eulogy  ! 

Sex .  And  shall  yet  more, 

This  prodigy  of  virtue  I  adore ! 

I  love  her ! 

Sul.  You,  my  lord? 

Sex.  Yes,  I. 

Sul.  Alas, 

Your  suit  is  hopeless  there  ? 

Sex.  Should  she  surpass 

The  chastest  Vestal,  should  her  purity 
Equal  Diana’s,  she  shall  fall  to  me. 

My  love  is  scorching,  cannot  be  at  fault, 

And  should  it  cost  the  crown,  I’ll  make  th’  assault. 

Sul.  I  fear  seduction  were  a  hopeless  game, 

The  straight  lac’d  prude  would  spurn  a  lawless 
flame. 

Sex.  Thou  may’st  be  right ;  should  she  my  love 
disdain, 

By  force  my  fix’d  resolve  I  will  attain, 

And  gratify  my  passion  at  all  cost ! 

Alone  I  captur’d  Gabii  when  the  host 
Deem’d  it  impregnable,  and  all  despair’d, 

The  king  retreated,  I  the  foe  ensnar’d. 

Rending  my  garb,  (my  princely  rank  forgot) 

I  scourg’d  my  shoulders  with  the  bloody  knot ; 
Enter’d  the  enemy’s  camp,  did  there  invoke 
The  gods  for  vengeance,  while  these  words  I  spoke, 
“  Gabians,  I  come  to  you,  no  longer  foes, 

“  For  on  my  shoulders  you  may  trace  the  blows, 
fe  I,  son  of  Tarquin,  ’fore  his  host  receiv’d 
“  By  mine  own  father,  cruelly  deceiv’d, 

“  Scourg’d  as  a  slave  or  sacrilegious  hound, 

“  Because  mine  honest  tongue  his  pride  did  wound. 
“  I  counsell’d  from  your  walls  we  should  retire, 

“  These  hardy  words  inflam’d  his  royal  ire ; 

“  I  thirst  for  vengeance,  come,  as  your  ally, 

“  Aid  me  to  punish  his  base  treachery !” 
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By  such  discourses,  which  I  oft  maintain’d, 

The  foe  was  blinded  and  the  town  was  gain’d. 

Yet  more  I'll  dare  to  gain  this  golden  prize. 
Love’s  deepest  stratagems  will  exercise. 

Ere  Phoebus  shall  have  run  another  course, 
Lucretia  falls  to  me  by  art  or  force ! 

List  then ! 

Sul.  I  hear,  my  lord. 

Sex.  With  love  I  burn, 

And  we  will  visit  her  on  thy  return. 

Question  her  women  then,  from  them  find  out 
Which  room  she  sleeps  in ;  thou  must  play  the 
scout. 

Should  any  guard  her  threshold,  make  them  leave. 
Seduce,  constrain,  or  cheat,  by  lies  deceive ; 

These  jewels  may  be  useful,  but  be  sure 
Thou  guard’st  the  door  from  all,  and  I’m  secure. 
Do  not  omit  to  bring  a  torch  and  sword, 

And  some  young  comely  slave. 

Sul.  ’Tis  well,  my  lord  ! 

Sex.  Thou  may' ’st  with  draw,  for  I  would  meditate ; 
Return  this  evening,  leave  the  rest  to  fate. 

[Exit  Sulpicius.] 

Aye,  I  will  triumph  o’er  her,  she  shall  fall, 

Nor  shall  the  danger  my  great  soul  appal ; 

1  11  play  omnipotence,  and,  like  a  god, 

Cause  trembling  mortals  to  obey  my  nod. 

I  he  deities’  example  shall  be  mine, 

Ador’d  within  my  realm,  I’ll  have  my  shrine. 

W  as  not  the  founder  of  our  Roman  race 
I  he  bastard  issue  of  a  god’s  embrace ! 

Himself,  by  holding  out  a  treach’rous  bait, 
lorc’d  the  fair  Sabines  on  his  host  to  wait, 

And  by  this  stratagem  prolong’d  a  sway 
^  Inch  else  had  been  extinct  long  ere  to-day. 

None  should  accuse  me  if  I  recommence 
And  feed  the  instinct  of  inheritance. 
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SCENE  II. 

TULLIA,  SEXTUS. 

Tullia .  Sextus  ! 

Sex.  What,  Tullia  here  ! 

Tul.  Aye,  ’sooth  ’tis  I ! 

And  canst  thou  question,  cruel  Sextus,  why  ? 

I  now  have  sought  thee,  with  a  wish  to  learn 
What  rank  in  thy  esteem  my  follies  earn  ? 

Am  I  still  lov’d,  or  must  I  of  disdain 
The  new  born  agony  as  well  sustain  ? 

What  says  thy  stony  bosom  ? 

Sex.  In  my  eyes 

This  visit  seems  to  be  ill-tim’d,  unwise. 

You  weigh’d  not  all  the  scandal  it  will  cause, 
Ere  taking  such  a  step  you  well  might  pause, 
Your  name  will  suffer. 

Tul .  Talk  not  of  my  name ! 

I  care  not  for  it,  I  have  wedded  shame  ! 

Anon,  thy  soul  dwelt  not  upon  this  theme, 
Answer  me  frankly,  say,  is’t  all  a  dream  ? 

Tell  me,  if  e’er  I  reign’d  in  thy  vile  heart ! 

Thy  present  sentiments  to  me  impart ! 

Speak  !  Thy  vile  actions  were  but  doubly  vile, 
If  thou  concealedst  them  by  wilful  guile. 

Be  at  least  nobly  base,  nor  hide  thy  blow, 

Like  paid  Sicarii  who  surprise  their  foe. 

Wilt  thou  not  speak  at  least  ? 

Sex.  Naught  I’ll  conceal. 

And  since  you  bid  me,  will  my  soul  reveal. 

I  never  sought  to  gain  by  vows  severe 
A  Numa’s  glory,  (whom  the  crowd  revere.) 

My  thirst  for  empire,  and  for  wealth  forsooth, 
Leads  me  to  yoke  them  to  the  car  of  youth, 
And  lash  the  foaming  steeds,  with  loosen’d  rein, 
Lord  of  all  joys,  unshackled  by  a  chain. 
Where’er  I  find  my  pleasure,  there  I’ll  go, 
Whether  ’mid  wreaths  of  ivy,  which  like  snow 
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Cools  my  hot  veins,  (when  Bacchus,  rosy  god, 
With  drowsy  influence  shall  make  me  nod;) 
Whether  ’tis  Venus,  who  with  unveil’d  charms 
And  wanton  blandishments,  my  bosom  warms. 

I  worship  pleasure,  thus,  in  loving  you, 

I  tasted  short-liv’d  bliss,  while  yet  ’twas  new  ! 
Eternal  constancy  I  e’er  oppose, 

And  pluck  a  violet  when  fades  the  rose  ! 

Nor  dream’d  I  tears  could  dim  love’s  lustrous 
eyes, 

But  thought  his  smiles  made  earth  a  Paradise ! 
Bedeck’d  with  garlands,  Nemesis  in  vain, 

Would  damp  his  pleasure  or  his  flight  restrain. 
Cupid  is  fanciful,  and  ever  fair, 

When  ancient  passions  pall,  seeks  new  elsewhere  ; 
I  thought  you,  too,  were  sick  of  Hymen’s  band, 
And  would  not  pledge  your  heart  as  well  as  hand  ; 
Such  was  my  vision.  On  your  radiant  brow, 
The  gangrene  of  remorse  ne’er  seem’d  to  show 
That  a  worm  gnaw’d  you,  but  your  smile  serene 
Made  all  your  joyous  guests,  hail  pleasure’s  queen  ; 
And  e’en  last  night  the  lute’s  enchanting  sounds 
Found  echo  in  your  heart,  your  sprightly  bounds 
Had  led  me  to  imagine  ! 

Tul.  Traitor,  vile ! 

I  sought  but  to  amuse  thee,  gain  thy  smile. 

Who  bid  the  guests  their  revelries  prolong, 

With  strains  of  lute  and  Bacchanalian  song  ? 

I  lov’d  simplicity,  and  but  for  thee 
I  had  remain’d  in  blest  obscurity  ! 

Had  found  my  happiness  in  some  retreat, 

And  learn’d  that  humble  life  can  yet  be  sweet, 

Oh,  fall’n  virtue  !  my  peace  of  mind  is  fled  ! 

Who  drew  this  fatal  judgment  on  my  head  ? 
Villain !  ’twas  thou,  my  weakness  serv’d  thine  end, 
Thy  lust  beset  me  in  the  guise  of  friend, 

Thy  lying  counsels  my  suspicions  lull’d, 

Thy  lawless  art,  my  virtue’s  blossom  cull’d. 
Fearing  my  innocence  might  cause  defeat, 

Thy  guilty  luxury  my  soul  did  cheat, 
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And  on  the  wreck  of  my  lost  purity, 

Thou  hast  rais’d  here  this  splendid  misery  ! 

You  seek  a  pretext,  that  your  eyes  betray, 

And  your  spent  passion  to  my  soul  convey. 
You’ve  torn  the  veil  aside!  your  ruthless  blow 
Leaves  no  more  room  for  doubt,  hut  much  for  woe. 
Have  I  brav’d  all  for  him  then,  until  e’en 
The  idiot’s  soul  awoke  and  felt  the  scene, 

And  whilst  to  you  I  hearken,  you  explain 
How  that  your  pleasure’s  thirst  I  did  sustain ! 
Accursed  Sextus,  with  your  viper’s  tongue 
Fresh  tears  of  hitter  agony  you’ve  wrung : 

To  outrage  thus  the  woman,  whom  of  all 
You  should  respect,  sole  author  of  her  fall! 

To  veil  the  past,  you  might  at  least  essay ! 

My  soul  hurls  your  disdain  with  pride  away, 

To  the  winds  casts  complaint,  you  need  not  fear 
My  woman’s  wailing  voice  again  to  hear ! 

But  yet  again  you’ll  see  me,  ere  that  death 
Shall  take  my  soul  in  charge,  with  my  last  breath 
I’ll  curse  you,  on  the  borders  of  my  tomb  ; 

The  torch  of  vengeance  shall  dispel  the  gloom 
And  light  my  fun’ral  pile,  I’ll  hear  it  thence 
Across  the  fatal  Styx,  my  wrath  intense 
All  Hell  shall  stimulate !  Upon  the  day 
Rejected  passion  your  fond  hopes  shall  slay, 
Wrapt  in  death’s  garb  my  Manes  shall  appear, 
And  fill  the  measure  of  your  guilty  fear  ! 

Till  then  adieu  •’ 

( As  she  departs ,)  Prepare  thyself  my  soul, 

And  thy  fix’d  purpose  let  no  fears  control; 
Embrace  writh  ardor  the  avenging  knife ! 

Atone  for  worthless  passion  with  thy  life. 

[Exit  Tullia.] 

Sex.  Go,  grizzly  Pluto  opes  Hell’s  yawning  gate; 
I  yet  have  other  loves  and  lusts  to  sate. 


42 


LUCRETIA. 


SCENE  III. 

SEXTUS,  THE  SIBYL. 

The  Sibyl  is  closely  veil'd  and  dressed  in  black ,  she 
carries  three  scrolls  under  her  arm ,  and  a  lighted 
lamp  in  her  hand. 

The  Sibyl .  Sextus. 

Sex.  What  wilt  thou,  wherefore  hast  a  light  ? 
Thou’rt  surely  mad,  the  day  is  shining  bright ! 
What  bodes  thy  mournful  garb  ;  apparell’d  thus, 
Thou  seem’sta  visitor  from  Erebus  ! 

The  Sibyl.  Sextus ! 

Sex.  Perchance,  would’st  presage  some  event  ? 
The  Sibyl.  I  come  from  far,  on  Phoebus’  mission 
sent  !* 

Appear  but  once,  and  messenger  divine ! 

But  once  may  warn  the  wicked  by  a  sign ! 

By  one  short  day  precede  the  fatal  hour 
Which,  marking  epochs  wrecks  the  regal  pow’r. 
Sex.  Who  art  thou,  then  ? 

The  Sibyl.  This  scroll  I  offer  thee, 

For  it  contains  Rome’s  future  destiny. -j- 
I,  the  Cumasan  Sibyl  say :  beware  ! 

Phoebus’  dread  oracle  to  thee  declare ! 

Fain  wouldst  thou  know  why  I  am  thus  array’d  : 
Future  events  are  ever  rob’d  in  shade  1 

*  According  to  the  most  authentic  historians,  one  of  the 
Sibyls  came  to  Rome,  and  visited  Tarquinthe  Proud,  offering 
nine  Sibylline  volumes  for  sale;  on  being  refused  the  large 
sum  she  demanded,  she  disappeared,  and  having  burnt  three, 
returned  with  the  remaining  six,  she  met  with  another  refusal, 
and  again  disappeared,  and  returned  with  only  three.  Tar- 
quin’s  curiosity  was  finally  excited,  and  he  bought  the  three 
hooks  giving  the  price  she  had  asked  for  the  nine.  With  a 
poet  s  license,  Mons.  Ponsard  makes  Sextus,  notTarquin,  re¬ 
ceive  the  Sibyl  and  refuse  to  purchase  the  books.— Transla¬ 
tor's  Note. 

t  See  note  in  page  43. 
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Wherefore  my  verses  ?  they  are  meant  for  thee  ! 
Wherefore  my  lamp  ?  that  later  shalt  thou  see ! 

[S/u?  presents  a  Scroll  to  Sextus,  and  places  her 
Lamp  in  the  tripod.'] 

Sex.  [reading. ]  “  Rome,  in  Rome’s  year  two 
hundred  forty  four, 

“  Shall  battle  and  not  conquer,  and  yet  more, 

“  Shall  conquer  without  battle.”  It  is  well ; 
Perchance  thy  oracle  the  truth  may  tell. 

W  e  now  besiege  Ardea,  but  in  vain, 

Futile  are  all  our  schemes  the  town  to  gain. 

But  o’er  what  enemy  can  I  believe, 

Rome  such  an  easy  conquest  shall  achieve. 

Whom  shall  she  vanquish  ? 

The  Sibyl.  Thou  may’st  further  read ! 

Count  out  three  hundred  talents  as  my  meed. 

Sex.  I’d  buy  three  palaces  for  such  a  sum  ! 

The  Sibyl.  What  are  three  palaces,  compar’d  to 
Rome ! 

Wilt  buy  ? 

Sex.  No ! 

[The  Sibyl  takes  a  scroll  and  burns  it  in  the  lamp.] 
What  dost  thou  ? 

The  Sibyl.  Did’st  not  demand, 

Wherefore  I  bore  this  lighted  lamp  in  hand  ? 

It  serves  its  purpose  now.  Oh  !  mighty  god 
Who  govern’st  Cynthus,  Cirrha  by  thy  nod ; 
Protecting  Chryse  and  fair  Clarus’  isle,* 

Who,  on  thy  prophetess  hast  deign’d  to  smile, 
Unrol  the  future’s  scroll !  Thou  knowest  all, 

Ganst  trace  the  rise  of  empires  and  their  fall ! 


*  According  to  Strabo,  the  oracle  of  Clarus  (whence  Apollo 
was  surnamed  Clarus)  was  situated  in  Ionia,  not  in  an  island, 
it  was  built  by  Manto,  daughter  of  Tiresias,  who,  after  the 
Epigoni  had  destroyed  Thebes  fled  to  Ionia,  a  lake  was  formed 
by  the  tears  which  she  shed  over  her  misfortunes  while  foun¬ 
ding  the  oracle.  According  to  Pausanias,  Manto  was  the 
Sibyl  who  offered  the  books  for  sale  to  Tarquin  the  Proud. — 
Translator's  Note. 
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More  sacred  knowledge  to  my  soul  impart, 

And  let  thy  holy  fire  illume  my  heart:* 

Thy  science  to  attain  beyond  all  price, 

Receive  these  verses  as  my  sacrifice  : 

To  flames  I  thus  devote  them  in  thy  praise 
Phoebus  Apollo,  god  of  countless  rays. 

The  deed  is  done ;  [turning  to  Sextus.]  Thy 
headstrong  course  pursue, 

Thy  blinded  ignorance  thou’lt  surely  rue, 

Prizing  thy  gold  ’fore  destiny’s  bright  page ; 

Now,  that  the  storm  impends  in  sullen  rage, 

The  sacred  finger  would  have  shown  thee  light, 
But  no,  thy  stubborn  soul  remains  in  night. 

Read  yet  again ! 

Sex.  What,  thou  hast  more  to  say  ! 

[Reading.]  “  Above  ’tis  seal’d  that  on  the  fatal 
day 

“  Which  follow’d  by  another  five  days’  span  ! 

“  Shall  end  the  month  in  which  Rome  worships 
Pan,” 

[He  pauses.]  That  month  is  February,  that  is 
plain ! 

To-morrow  is  the  day ! 

The  Sibyl.  Read  yet  again  ! 

Sex.  [reading.]  “  With  a  vile  passion  Tarquin’s 
son  shall  glow, 

“  And  in  a  fit  of  lust  the  throne  o’erthrow!” 

What  daring  words  are  these  ? 

The  Sibyl.  The  words  of  fate. 

Fulfil  the  oracle ! 

Sex .  My  will  await ! 

I  scorn  your  prophecy,  nor  will  I  cede, 

Of  the  god’s  words,  (or  man’s)  I’ll  take  no  heed. 
Recross  the  briny  ocean,  sorc’ress  vile ! 

Thy  silly  oracle  provokes  my  smile. 

Thou  ne’er  wast  Sibyl,  nor  a  priestess  thou, 

Those  borrow’d  fillets  on  thy  livid  brow 
Awhile  deceiv’d  me  ;  no,  the  god  is  mute, 

A  slighted  mistress  strives  to  steal  his  lute. 
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Go,  priestess  false,  and  tell  her  this  from  me, 

She  hath  not  rais’d  my  fears  by  sending  thee. 

The  Sibyl .  Wilt  buy  the  sacred  scrolls  which 
yet  remain  ? 

Sex.  No! 

The  Sibyl  [ burning  another  scroll .]  The  light  is 
liidd’n  from  thy  soul  profane ; 

When  Jupiter  decrees  a  mortal’s  death, 

He  sends  him  pride  and  folly  in  one  breath. 


Enter  Sulpicius. 

Sul.  ’Tis  night,  my  lord  ! 

Sex .  ’Tis  well,  we  must  depart ! 

Enter  Brutus. 

Bru ,  I  come  to  tell  you,  for  the  camp  I  start, 
Come  you  not  also  ? 

Sex.  No,  I  stop  in  Rome ; 

I  have  some  business  to  transact  at  home, 

Bru.  The  Romans  then  should  keep  a  good 
look  out, 

An  idle  prince  is  dangerous,  no  doubt, 

But  a  prince  occupied,  the  danger’s  great. 

Sex.  Thy  tongue  had  best  be  silent,  cease  your 
prate. 

Bru.  Oh  let  it  wag,  we  should  each  other  aid, 
From  you  I  borrow,  be  not  then  afraid ; 

Our  unison  creates  a  perfect  fool, 

I  provide  language,  you  provide  the  rule. 

You  act,  I’ll  talk,  my  folly  is  not  weak, 

It  becomes  wisdom  when  of  you  I  speak. 

Sex.  Be  happy  then,  I  leave  thee  here  a  mate, 
On  whom  thy  foolish  wit  may  well  dilate, 

Thou  wert  well  match’d  with  yonder  dismal 
dame, 

Who,  smoke  begrim’d,  broods  o’er  her  flick’ring 
flame. 
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She  is  an  arrant  fool,  the  world  goes  round. 
Seeking  a  fellow  fool,  her  mate  is  found. 

Have  at  her,  Brutus,  it  were  hard  to  say, 

Which  in  extremes  of  folly,  gains  the  day. 

[. He  returns  a  Scroll  to  the  Sibyl.] 

Oh,  Pythoness,  or  slave,  receive  thy  scroll, 

Nor  think  its  silly  numbers  move  my  soul. 

[. Exeunt  Sextus  and  Sulpicius] 
The  Sibyl  [  following  Sextus  with  her  eyes .]  Pre¬ 
sumptuous  fool,  rush  on,  fulfil  thy  fate ! 

[ Addressing  Brutus.]  Hail,  Brutus,  founder  of  the 
consulate  S 

When  thou  wouldst  seek  to  know  what  fates  ordain, 
Thy  knowledge  from  this  scroll  thou  mayst 
obtain. 


END  OF  ACT  III. 
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ACT  IV. 

The  house  of  Tarquinius  Collatinus,  same  de¬ 
coration  as  in  Act  I.  Time ,  night. 

SCENE  I. 

LUCRETIA,  NURSE,  SLAVES. 

Nurse.  Come,  maids,  be  brisk ;  your  fingers 
quickly  ply, 

And  earn  just  praise  for  their  dexterity. 

Let  web  succeeding  web  your  skill  display. 

See  that  we  end  this  martial  vest  to-day ! 

Luc.  The  warrior  oft  must  make  the  ground  hu 
bed, 

And  on  the  barren  rock  repose  his  head. 

Let  us  insure  him  warmth,  and  by  our  care 
With  ample  folds  exclude  th’  inclement  air. 

But  tell  me,  Nurse,  if  aught  perchance  thou’st 
heard, 

For  save  thro’  thee,  I  never  glean  a  word. 

Have  any  come  from  camp  ?  Oh,  horrid  war, 

Put  up  awhile  thy  bloodred  scimitar ! 

Oh,  may  thy  temple,  Janus,  quickly  close. 

And  grant  the  anguish’d  matron  some  repose ! 
Nurse.  Why  thus  indulge  alarm  ?  Soon  shalt 
thou  see 

Thy  noble  spouse  return,  whilst  victory 
Shall  yield  its  golden  fruits :  adieu  to  toils, 
Abundance  shall  proclaim  the  victor’s  spoils. 
Romulus  guards  thy  spouse,  and  in  the  fight, 
Dangers  but  seldom  on  the  chiefs  alight ! 

Luc.  That  hope  holds  good  where  fear  protects 
the  man, 

But  Collatinus  ever  leads  the  van  ; 

(Nor  like  a  dastard  captain  skulks  in  rear, 

Nor  profits  by  his  rank,  to  shield  his  fear  ;) 
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But  truly  bold,  he’s  foremost  in  the  fray 
While  implements  of  death  around  him  play. 

Far  better  too,  that  he  should  nobly  die, 

Than  like  a  coward  from  the  field  should  fly. 

’Tis  this  that  ever  causes  fear  and  pride. 

By  turns  to  sway  me,  and  my  heart  divide. 

Thrice  hideous  omens  fill  my  soul  with  fright, 

And  all  my  fondest  aspirations  blight. 

Nurse.  Thyself  unbosom,  for  the  truly  wrise 
Mysterious  presages  will  ne’er  despise. 

Luc.  Throughout  the  dreary  night  I  heard  a 
groan. 

Nurse.  Sure  sign  of  death  ! 

Luc .  The  fitful  winds  did  moan, 

Sweeping  with  fun’ral  voice  the  plain’s  vast  bounds, 
They  e’en  at  intervals  seem’d  human  sounds. 

Nurse.  Sure  sign  of  mourning ! 

Luc.  Tho’  rude  winter  reigns, 

The  lurid  lightning  lit  the  horrid  plains. 

Nurse.  Sure  sign  of  blood ! 

Luc.  Oh,  fatal,  fatal  sign ! 

Too  surely  presaging  the  wrath  divine ! 

Nurse.  For  Collatinus’  safety  have  no  fear, 

The  menac’d  danger  is  alas  too  near, 

The  gods  protect  us  and  avert  the  fates, 

Death  in  this  very  house,  his  prey  awaits ! 

Luc.  This  morn  I  left  my  chamber,  but  the 
door 

(Scarce  open’d,)  of  itself  clos’d  as  before. 

Nor  was  the  wind  the  cause,  alone  it  shut, 

And  with  a  sudden  jerk  contus’d  my  foot. 

Nurse.  Seek  not  to  stir  abroad :  the  omen  shows 
Outside  thy  mansion  lurk  some  secret  foes. 

Luc.  ’Tis  weakness,  from  a  danger  to  retreat, 
’Tis  fortitude,  prepar’d  the  foe  to  meet. 

But  furthermore,  I  had  a  horrid  dream 
Which  serv’d  to  render  my  alarm  extreme. 

Try  to  explain  it,  thou  who  know’st  well  how  ? 
Nurse.  A  dream  will  olt  th’  impending  danger 
show. 
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’Tis  Jupiter  sends  dreams,  we  should  prepare 
And  guard  betimes  against  a  coming  snare. 

Yet  dreams  of  consequence  will  plunge  the  soul 
Into  a  tremor  which  defies  control, 

By  them  we  may  distinguish  future  scenes 
Whoso  import  the  Oneiromancer  gleans. 
Important  visions  could  my  mother  read 
Of  the  Quirites  having  learnt  the  creed, 

From  her,  in  turn,  I  gain’d  this  mystic  pow’r. 
Cures  was  free,  ’twas  ’fore  the  fatal  hour 
That  old  King  Servius  and  his  warrior  bands 
Seiz’d  all  our  goods,  and  to  the  Roman  lands 
Bore  us  as  slaves ;  I  can  your  dream  explain. 

Luc.  I  dream’t  I  saw  a  temple  in  a  plain, 

A  mighty  crowd  beset  it ;  on  the  way 
All  Rome  appear’d  to  pour  in  long  array. 

And  lo,  a  miracle,  the  walls  dilate, 

As  still  the  living  masses  congregate. 

A  chosen  victim  by  the  altar  stood, 

The  flour  and  salt  were  mingled  with  its  blood ; 
And  from  the  sacred  vase  the  priest  pour’d  wine 
Between  the  horns,  and  turning  to  the  shrine, 

He  said,  “  Great  Romulus,  this  off  ring  take, 

“  And  of  thy  Rome  a  mighty  nation  make  1” 

Now  all  in  silence  the  response  await, 

When  lo,  loud,  angry  accents  fulminate, 

“  The  blood  of  bulls  as  off  ring  I  disdain, 

“  A  woman  on  my  altar  must  be  slain. 

“  I  must  have  human  blood  my  thirst  to  sate, 

“  A  matron’s  blood,  ere  Rome  be  truly  great.” 
Thus  spake  Quirinus’  son,  it  seems  as  now ; 

The  victim  disappear’d,  I  knew  not  how ! 

But  I,  yes  I,  was  on  the  altar  laid ! 

The  bloody  axe  hung  pois’d  above  my  head. 

I  lay  there  trembling  when  a  snake  appear’d 
From  an  adjacent  pile  his  head  uprear’d. 

He  slowly  dragg’d  his  length,  and  seem’d  to  stay, 
As  tho’  about  to  dart  upon  his  prey. 

At  length  he  wound  around  me,  icy  cold, 

And  clasp’d  my  body  in  his  nauseous  fold ! 

E 
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My  flesh  grew  wither’d  ’neath  his  scaly  coat. 

My  voice  was  stifled  in  my  parching  throat. 

In  vain  I  strove  to  rise,  for  petrified, 

Convuls’d  with  horror,  e’en  my  spirit  died ! 

His  monstrous  folds  around  my  body  clung, 

And  from  his  vip’rous  head,  his  slimy  tongue 
Hideous  protruded,  whilst  his  flaming  eyes 
Were  fix’d  upon  mine  own  in  horrid  guise. 

An  odor  as  of  tombs  came  from  his  breath, 

And  I  besought  the  gods  for  speedy  death ! 

For  his  fork’d  tongue  seem’d  pausing  ere  ’twould 
wound, 

As  tho’  he  pleasure  in  mine  anguish  found. 

I  saw  no  more,  but  suddenly  I  knew, 

That  by  a  sword  my  bosom  was  pierc’d  thro’, 

And  mighty  prodigy,  the  gushing  blood 
( Which  from  my  heart  pour’d  forth  its  purple  flood) 
Gave  birth  in  falling  to  a  num’rous  host, 

In  serried  ranks  array’d,  in  wonder  lost 
I  saw  each  soldier  of  this  mighty  band 
Equipp’d  with  armour  and  a  spear  in  hand, 

Each  spear  surmounted  with  an  eagle  crest, 

Which  menac'd  all  the  world  from  East  to  West. 
At  length  I  woke,  and  waking  seem’d  to  feel 
Within  my  shiv’ring  breast  the  fatal  steel. 

E’en  now  methinks  I  feel  it  piercing  still, 

Expound  this  dream  thro’  thy  divining  skill. 

Nurse.  Ere  that  I  answer,  I  would  meditate, 
Nor  while  I  ponder,  need  our  work  abate. 

A  song  shall  cheer  our  labor ;  we’ll  essay 
By  soft’ning  influence  to  make  thee  gay. 
[Addressing  Laodjce.]  Do  thou  young  slave  of 
fair  Ionia’s  race, 

\\  hose  happy  clime,  the  Grecian  muses  grace, 
Attune  some  stanzas  to  the  soothing  lyre, 

\\  hile  I  the  god’s  dread  meaning  shall  inquire. 

[Laodice  arises,  and  lakes  down  the  lyre.~\ 
Lao.  “  ’Tis  now  the  hour  when  Somnus  fans 
his  wings, 

“  Alike  enthralling  peasants,  gods,  and  kings! 
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“By  fatal  languor  and  insidious  charm 
“  He  seeks  their  wakeful  prudence  to  disarm. 

“  Now  on  the  mountain  tops  begirt  with  trees 
“  The  fawns  hie  forth  and  gambol  in  the  breeze, 

“  Nor  fear  lest  Dian  range  her  wide  domain 
“  Her  darts  from  her  unerring  bow  to  rain; 

“For  fair  Endymion  on  Thessalian  mounts 
“  Enchains  the  goddess  and  his  love  recounts. 

“  Tho’  Somnus  sweetly  calms  the  troubled  breath, 
“  Dread  son  of  night  and  brother  of  grim  death, 
“With  artful  smiles  his  victim  he’ll  beguile, 

“  But  wafts  his  soul  to  Pluto’s  realm  the  while. 

“  Ah,  never  more  to  see  the  glorious  day, 

“  Nor  e’en  adieu  unto  his  love  to  say.” 

Nurse.  Be'silent,  wretched  girl,  thou  heighten’st 
fears. 

Lao.  Alas,  I  sought  soft  language  void  of  tears. 
A  mighty  pow’r  controls  my  sinking  heart. 

Luc.  Fresh  omens  to  my  soul  fresh  fears  impart. 


SCENE  II. 

Enter  Sextus  and  Sulpicius. 

Sextus.  Lucretia !  why  this  movement,  full  of 
dread  ? 

And  why  hath  pallor  o’er  your  features  spread  ? 
Be  calm,  I  am  no  messenger  of  woe ! 

That  as  a  friend  I  come,  my  words  shall  show. 

Luc.  This  unexpected  visit,  it  is  true, 
Somewhat  my  looks  into  disorder  threw. 

Forgive  my  tardy  welcome. 

Sex.  I  come  late, 

But  no  one  can  forest  all  the  will  of  fate. 

Tho’  late,  I  hasten’d  hither  at  full  speed, 

Nor  spar’d  the  mettle  of  my  gallant  steed. 

Your  husband! 
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Luc.  What  my  Collatinus,  say  ?  * 

What  does,  what  wills  he,  trebly  welcome  stay. 
Thrice  fortunate  your  visit,  on  your  soul 
All  that  you  know  declare,  impart  the  whole. 

Sex.  I  hasten  to  fulfil  your  warm  desire ! 

But  first  I  pray  you,  bid  your  slaves  retire. 

We  should  be  quite  alone. 

Luc.  Nurse,  go  to  rest! 

Ye  too,  my  maids ! 

Sex.  [to  Sulpicius.]  Remember  my  behest. 

[. Exeunt  all ,  except  Lucretia  and  Sextus.] 
Luc.  Impatiently  I  wait. 

Sex.  Your  happy  spouse 

With  brightest  destiny  kind  fate  endows. 

The  fair  Aurora  with  resplendent  ray 
Dawns  ever  fortunate  on  him  each  day. 

A  bounteous  goddess  at  his  hour  of  birth 
Gifted  him  with  the  richest  boon  on  earth. 

Oh,  envied  treasure,  richer  than  a  mine, 

Thrice  happy  fortune  ;  link’d  to  you  divine  ! 

Your  heav’nly  sweetness  makes  his  dangers  vain, 
You  steel  his  bosom,  and  his  pride  snstain. 

Your  image  follows  him  ;  you  calm  his  fears; 
Console  him  wounded,  by  your  precious  tears  : 

As  joyous  victor  should  he  gain  your  arms, 

Well  are  his  cares  repaid  by  your  bright  charms. 

Gladly  the  royal  crown  I’d  lay  aside 

For  one  of  your  fond  looks ;  with  you  as  bride, 

The  monarch’s  gorgeous  purple  I  would  scorn, 

The  simple  robe  you  weave  would  most  adorn. 
Had  I  been  gifted  thus,  a  gem  so  rare 
No  human  efforts  from  mine  arms  should  tear ; 
Nor  in  the  martial  camp  would  I  employ 
The  hours  which  should  be  pass’d  in  nuptial  joy. 
Luc.  A  Roman  e’er  should  go  where  Rome 
commands ; 

Forsake  all  else,  when  Rome  his  arm  demands ! 
Thus  doth  brave  Collatinus — ’tis  well  done ! 

But  why  these  tidings  do  you  yet  postpone. 
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Sex.  Ah,  now  I  recollect,  my  memory’s  gone, 

I  forget  everything,  save  you  alone. 

I  envy  all  around  you,  all  I  see ; 

The  magic  spell  of  love  hath  vanquish’d  me. 

This  antique  vestibule  of  solemn  hue 
Chaste  Vesta  consecrates,  and  lives  in  you. 

E’en  your  deserted  hall,  where  gaiety 
Ne’er  wakes  the  Lares  from  their  gravity ! 

These  distaffs,  flax,  and  e’en  yon  fitful  light 
Reveal  the  toils  in  which  you  pass  the  night. 
Great  Pallas  loves  to  watcli  the  midnight  oil 
And  by  her  presence  animates  your  toil. 

She  wonders  at  your  charms  and  finds  you  wise, 
And  justly  fears  a  rival  in  the  skies. 

What  shall  I  say  to  you !  I  feel  as  tho’ 

I  stood  within  a  temple,  and  I  glow 
With  adoration ;  prostrate  at  your  feet 
Suffer  that  I  my  humble  vows  repeat ! 

Luc .  My  husband,  Sextus ;  first  you  us’d  his 
name. 

Speak  but  of  him  to  me. 

Sex.  ’Tis’  true,  I  came, 

But  not  for  him. 

Luc.  Ah,  then  what  brought  you  here  ? 

What  were  your  first  words  ? 

Sex.  That  a  great  affair. 

But  no.  ’Twould  but  delay  !  I  cannot  see 
The  army,  chiefs,  Rome,  or  its  destiny ! 

I  see  but  you  yourself,  below,  above ! 

I  come  for  you,  and  dare  to  own,  I  love ! 

Luc.  Great  gods. 

Sex.  I  love  you,  for  your  sake  would  die  ! 

Let  me  explain  myself  ere  you  reply, 

I  love  you  since  the  day  I  was  your  guest, 

In  vain  my  burning  passion  have  represt ; 

Your  husband  brought  me  hither,  fatal  pride, 

The  merely  seeing  you  made  me  decide  ! 

Your  image  haunts  me ;  ever  my  mind’s  eye 
Beholds  Lucretia,  for  her  love  doth  sigh! 
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Absent,  your  image  I  would  fain  forget, 

The  struggle’s  useless,  I  behold  you  yet, 

I  see  but  you,  Venus  hath  pierc’d  my  brain, 
Th’unequal  combat  I  in  vain  sustain ! 

Like  to  a  wolf  when  wounded  by  a  dart, 

I  bear  it  rankling  in  my  bleeding  heart ! 

A  hopeless  flame  my  fever’d  blood  illumes. 

I  must  appease  it,  or  my  life  consumes. 

[Lucretia  during  this  declaration  preserves  a  frown  ; 
she  now  endeavours  to  speak. 'I 

Have  patience  with  me,  you  who  dwell  above 
View  with  disdain  an  erring  mortal’s  love. 

You  walk  in  sunshine  and  your  brow  sublime 
Could  never  stoop  to  contemplate  a  crime  : 

Hear  tho’  my  project,  Rome  hath  need  of  force, 
Your  fruitless  Hymen  justifies  divorce. 

Tarquin  shall  sever  the  repulsive  tie, 

On  which  Lucina  keeps  averted  eye. 

By  this  divorce  your  freedom  you  attain, 

Hymen  shall  smile  upon  your  bed  again. 

[Lucretia  again  endeavours  to  speak. ] 

Tho’  Collatinus  your  fair  bosom  warms, 

He  is  unworthy  of  your  envied  charms. 

You  cannot  love  him,  must  despise  your  mate, 
Who,  tho’  from  heroes  sprung  was  never  great. 
His  royal  blood  confounds  his  worthless  brain, 
E’en  Tarquin  spares  him  thro’  extreme  disdain. 
Having  a  gem  so  rare,  his  idle  boast, 

Unveil’d  your  virtue  to  a  gaping  host. 

He  is  too  pitiful  to  be  your  spouse, 

You  honor  but  yourself  by  honor’s  vows; 

My  inmost  secrets  to  you  shall  be  known, 

Tarquin  bequeaths  to  me  his  royal  throne ; 

For  I,  who  can  alone  his  projects  read, 

Could  make  the  monarchy  maintain  its  head. 

Nay,  do  not  doubt,  my  ever  joyous  life, 

My  very  pleasures  fit  me  for  the  strife 
The  easy  virtue  we  have  taught  of  late, 

Makes  us  sole  masters  of  the  fallen  state. 
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The  artificial  wants  we  e’er  create, 

Cause  the  ambitious  on  our  smiles  to  wait. 

’Tis  worth  while  to  be  king,  when  by  a  gest, 

A  simple  nod  you  govern  all  the  rest. 

Conceive  the  splendour  and  the  majesty 
We  gain  by  absolute  authority — 

Our  royal  pleasure  unrestrain’d  by  bounds, 

Our  sovereign  will,  all  idle  rage  confounds. 

Such  grandeur  best  beseems  your  noble  brow, 

You  need  but  speak  the  word,  my  solemn  vow 
Shall  give  you  part  in  my  imperial  sway, 

Which  Tarquin’s  life  alone,  awhile  can  stay. 

From  my  great  father  I  have  learnt  a  blow 
Which  idle  opposition  can  o’erthrow.* 

I  then  as  king,  and  you  as  queen  shall  reign. 

Luc.  Lifter  the  first  emotion  she  listens  calmly .] 
I  ever  faithful  to  my  lord  remain ! 

I  let  you  speak,  nor  could  mine  ears  believe 
A  prince’s  mind  such  treason  could  conceive. 

A  relative,  a  guest  could  contemplate 
Such  villainous  treacli’ry  :  could  meditate 
A  plot  so  false,  with  infamy  so  rife, 

In  guise  of  friend  debauching  his  friend’s  wife. 
You  cannot  move  me,  for  my  heart’s  my  lord’s, 
You  but  excite  contempt  by  these  loose  words. 
He’s  nobler  far  than  you,  in  that  I  know 
He  would  not  strike,  like  you,  a  covert  blow. 

Did  I  not  love  him,  I’d  ne’er  seek  divorce, 

’Twere  impious,  e’en  to  dream  of  such  a  course ! 
Nor  your  base  projects  do  I  wish  to  learn, 

For  with  such  matters  I  have  no  concern ! 

But  if  I  understood  you,  I  must  say, 

A  virtuous  prince’s  duties  you  betray. 

As  guardian  of  men’s  morals  you  should  reign, 

All  other  ends  of  empire  should  disdain. 

Nor  would  I  take  such  royalty  as  this, 

Of  which  each  action  seems  to  me  amiss. 

Adieu ! 

*  Alluding  to  the  power  of  the  Comitia  and  Curice. — 
Translator's  note. 


56 


LUCRETI  A. 


You  fly  from  me  ! 

I  fly  from  shame  ! 

I  am  your  guest. 

You  desecrate  the  name! 

My  ardent  passion  ! 

Silence  on  that  score. 

Dread  my  despair ! 

I  dread  dishonor  more ! 

[jn  a  loud  menacing  tone.']  Hold  there  ! 

|~ Moment  of  silence ;  Lucretia  alarmed ,  but  ma¬ 
jestic.  Sextus  assumes  a  respectful  tone  ] 

Lucretia,  hallow’d  wife ! 

Dismiss  all  fear,  for  by  this  wordy  strife, 

And  foolish  stratagem,  I  sought  to  find 
Your  real  feelings  ’neath  a  specious  blind. 

Mine  own  polluted  hearth  had  made  me  doubt 
Such  lofty  virtue,  as  you  have  borne  out ; 

Twice  glorious  triumphs  have  assured  your  fame, 
I  now  rest  satisfied.  On  me  the  shame ! 

I  will  atone  for  my  insidious  snare, 

And  to  the  doubting  world  your  fame  declare. 

Luc.  For  your  sake,  Sextus,  I  will  fain  believe, 
And  your  apology  as  truth  receive. 

Your  proofs  went  rather  far  you  must  allow, 
Honor  dictates  that  I  should  leave  you  now. 

[ Exit  Lucretia.] 


Sex. 
Luc. 
Sex. 
Luc . 
Sex. 
Luc. 
Sex. 
Lmc. 
Adieu ! 
Sex. 


SCENE  III. 

Enter  Sllpicius  and  a  Slave,  who  remains 

in  rear. 

Sextus,  [with  a  vacant  air.]  Sulpicius,  art  thou 
sure  that  all’s  prepar’d  ? 

Sul.  I  am  my  lord ! 

My  beauty  is  ensnar’d. 

But,  now  the  time  is  come,  I  hesitate, 

And  my  fix  d  purpose  now,  would  seem  to  hate, 
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Thou  could’st  not  see  like  me  the  glorious  air 
Which  made  her  modest  beauty  seem  severe. 
What  majesty  adorn’d  her  ev’ry  word, 

And  mystic  terror  on  her  form  conferr’d. 

A  lofty  anger  sparkled  in  her  eye, 

And  chang’d  my  pride  into  humility. 

Her  very  silence  clogg’d  my  hardy  tongue, 

And  of  its  own  defeat  tli’  avowal  wrung ! 

I  came  to  vanquish  her,  she  turn’d  the  day, 

Vainly  I  struggl’d  ’gainst  her  virtue’s  sway, 

Her  chastity  enforc’d  its  proud  empire  ; 

Her  haughty  look  was  death  to  my  desire ! 

Sul.  You’ve  overshot  the  mark,  just  now  you 
said 

That  you  would  vanquish  her,  alive  or  dead. 

Your  heart  has  fail’d  you. 

Sex.  What  majestic  pride ! 

Sul.  Anon,  you  counted  moments,  till  as  bride 
You  might  possess  her,  but  her  look  alone 
Hath  conquer’d  you,  ’tis  time  that  we  were  gone ! 
Since  you  rest  satisfied  with  your  defeat, 

Shall  I  prepare  all,  and  we’ll  beat  retreat. 

Sex.  Stop  yet  awhile,  strange  recollections  come, 
And  warning  voices  in  mine  ears  now  hum ! 

The  dismal  Pythoness  !  pshaw  !  ’twas  a  lie  ! 

Shall  I  be  mov’d  by  idle  prophecy  ? 

Or  are  there  echoes  in  this  ancient  wall, 

What  mournful  presages  my  sense  appal.* 

\_The  ghost  of  Tullia  appears ,  and  after  beckoning 
derisively  to  Sextus  disappears ;  a  strain  of 
solemn  music .] 

My  wonted  courage  fails,  Sulpicius,  say  ! 

Can  dismal  fate  an  augury  convey  ? 

’Twas  but  just  now,  aye,  in  this  very  place, 
Methought  the  form  of  Tullia,  I  could  trace. 


*  In  the  original  play  of  Monsieur  Ponsard,  Tullia’s  ghost 
does  not  appear,  and  her  death  is  only  announced  in  the 
fifth  act.  She  is  introduced  for  a  theatrical  coup  d'effet. — 
Translator’s  note. 
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She  mock’d  me  with  her  hand  and  made  a' sign  ! 
Can  this  be  menace  of  the  wrath  divine  ! 

No,  Tullia  sleeps,  and  with  her  murm’ring  breath 
Lies  wrapt  in  other  arms  than  those  of  death. 

’Tis  but  my  fancy  which  creates  this  gloom  ; 

And  yet  they  say  that  spirits  quit  the  tomb  ! 

Curse  on  ye  Sibyls,  Manes,  fiends  appear  ! 

I  mock  your  hatred,  nor  your  anger  fear  ! 

Your  wizard  spells  and  magic  I  despise, 

The’  Hell  oppose  me,  I’ll  possess  my  prize  ! 


END  OF  ACT  IV. 
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ACT  V. 

The  house  of  Tarquinius  Collatinus,  same  de¬ 
coration  as  in  the  preceding  Act.  Times  day. 

SCENE  I. 

Collatinus,  Brutus,  Valerius.  They  are 
seated  ;  a  fourth  chair  is  vacant. 

Val.  For  whom  this  vacant  seat  ? 

Col.  I  cannot  say  ! 

But  lo,  Lucretia’s  father  speeds  this  way ! 

Enter  Lucretius  ;  all  rise. 

Lucretius.  Speak,  oh  my  children,  let  the  old 
man  know 

What  danger  menaces,  what  lurking  woe  ! 

[Lucretius  takes  a  seat ;  the  others  remain,  standing.^ 
My  life  has  long  been  useless  unto  Rome, 

My  labors  earn’d  for  me  a  peaceful  home.* 

I  serv’d  my  country  till  the  weight  of  years, 

Bade  me  resign  my  arms  to  worthier  heirs ! 

Early  this  morning  I  was  summon’d  here, 

My  daughter  sent  for  me  ;  some  ill  I  fear, 

Know  ye  perchance  the  cause  ? 

Col.  No,  we  came  all 

Like  you,  my  father,  to  her  sudden  call. 

This  morning  early  rush’d  into  my  tent 
A  messenger  on  urgent  matter  sent. 

Lucretia  summon’d  me,  and  Brutus  home, 

In  haste  we  both  set  out  and  pass’d  through  Rome. 
Brutus  sought  out  Valerius  on  the  road, 

We’re  scarce  arriv’d  here,  what  it  may  forebode, 

*  According  to  some  historians,  Lucretius  was  Prefect  of 
Rome. — Translator's  note . 
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Or  good,  or  evil,  none  of  us  can  say, 
Lucretia  begs  that  we  awhile  will  stay. 
She’ll  come  when  all  are  here. 

Val.  Behold  her  now  ! 


SCENE  II. 

Enter  Lucretia,  with  a  black  veil  thrown  over  her 

dress. 

Lucretius.  What,  hair  dishevell’d  and  with 
downcast  brow ! 

And  cloth’d  in  mourning  too!  what  bodes  this 
guise. 

My  child ! — What  silent !  tears  bedim  thine  eyes  ! 

For  whom  dost  weep,  and  why  this  garb  dost 
wear  ? 

Luc .  Mine  honor’s  mourning,  I,  alas,  must 
bear. 

f 

Col.  Oh,  mighty  Jupiter !  What  words  are 
these  ? 

Lucretius.  A  dread  suspicion  makes  my  heart's 
blood  freeze  ! 

Col.  Speak,  then,  my  noble  wife  ! 

Luc.  O,  direful  shame  ! 

I  am  no  more  thy  wife,  nor  own  thy  name — 

Thy  wife  is  dead  ! 

Col.  My  wife  is  dead ! 

Luc.  Aye,  dead ! 

Since  from  her  body  chastity  has  fled. 

My  body  is  dishonour’d,  true,  too  true ' 

But  that  my  soul  rests  pure  I’ll  prove  to  you. 

List  Collatinus,  thou,  my  father,  hear, 

You,  Junius  and  Valerius  also,  swear  ! 

All  with  your  right  hands  pledge  your  solemn 
faith, 

Ihe  crime  shall  sow  its  vengeance,  aye,  with 
death  ! 


LUCRET1A. 


61 


All  [ holding  out  their  right  hands .]  We  swear! 
Luc .  Base  Sextus  wrought  this  monstrous 
shame, 

And  rais’d  the  storm  which  sets  your  souls  in  flame ; 
Vent  it  upon  him,  an’  you  have  the  heart ! 

Bru .  Oli ! 

Col .  Villain !  Villain  ! 

Luc.  With  perfidious  art, 

Last  night — oh  night  of  woe  ! — he  hither  came, 
And  claim’d  admittance  in  my  husband’s  name  ; 
He  stole,  while  yet  I  slept,  beside  my  bed, 

Arm’d  with  a  sword — awoke  me — and  thus  said 
(Pointing  the  naked  blade  against  my  heart ;) 

“  Unless  you  yield  to  me,  with  life  you  part, 

“  And  with  this  reeking  sword,  wTarm  from  your 
breast, 

“  I’ll  slay  a  slave  who  waits,  lay  him  undress’d 
“  Close  to  your  side.  That  done,  to  all  I’ll  say, 

“  That,  hearing  a  strange  noise,  I  came  this  way, 
“  Surpris’d  your  wanton  amour  with  my  slave, 

“  And  with  your  blood  did  your  dishonor  lave. 

“  Your  very  death  shall  infamy  achieve, 

“  And  your  polluted  corse  no  tomb  receive !” 

Bru.  Oh  ! 

Col.  Trait’rous  Sextus  ! 

I^ucretius .  Alas,  poor  strick’n  flow’r  ! 

Val.  Accursed  Tarquins ! 

Luc.  Well,  he  knew  his  pow’r. 

‘Twas  not  that  I  fear’d  death,  but,  I  fear’d  shame! 
E’en  death  had  left  me  a  dishonor’d  name. 

He  triumph’d  ! - Oh,  eternal  infamy, 

And  basely  thought  to  gain  impunity. 

I  live  awhile  for  vengeance,  for  ’tis  due 
That  justice  to  the  guilty  may  ensue. 

I  only  wish  to  live  to  save  my  fame, 

For  me  the  forfeit,  but  for  him  the  blame  ! 

Col.  Speak  not  of  forfeit,  oh,  my  wife  sublime! 
Well  do  I  know,  thou  could’st  not  stoop  to  crime. 

F 
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Cease  to  reproach  thyself,  nor  thus  repine, 

No  blame  attaches  where  was  no  design. 

Tho’  I’m  dishonour’d,  thou  hadst  no  control, 

Thy  body’s  shame  reflects  not  on  thy  soul. 

Which  but  appears  more  noble ;  I  conceive 
That  thou  wast  guiltless,  and  thy  tale  believe. 
Who  else  had  dar’d  proclaim  her  tarnish’d  name, 
And  from  her  own  avowal  judgment  claim. 

Thy  very  fall  is  glorious,  thus  display’d, 

Nor  taints  thine  honor  with  the  slightest  shade. 
Tho’  fall’n  I  cherish  and  revere  thee  still, 

Rest  thou  in  peace,  revenge  shall  have  her  fill  J 
Lucretius.  Look  up,  my  daughter,  nor  cast 
down  thine  eyes, 

Thy  father  speaks  to  thee,  by  age  made  wise. 

I  tell  thee,  tliou  may’st  look  us  in  the  face, 
l  thus  remove  all  stain  by  my  embrace. 

[  K  issiii g  her  for  eh  each  ] 


Who  blames  when  1  absolve  ? 

Luc.  Still  1  must  die! 

There  yet  remains  a  judge. 

Col.  Who’s  that  ? 

Luc.'  ’Tis  I, 

Absolv’d  from  guilt  alone,  not  from  guilt’s  pain, 
Lest  as  accomplice  I  should  yet  remain, 

Lest  some  one  else  might  quote  my  precedent, 

All  hold  for  subterfuge  I  will  prevent; 

Let  Sextus  expiate  his  guilty  love, — 

I’ve  said  I  fear’d  not  death. 

\_She  stabs  herself  with  a  poniard,  which  was  con¬ 
cealed  in  her  dress.'] 


[  7.?  she  falls.  ]  My  words  1  prove 
Col.  Oh,  lov’d  Lucretia  ! 
Lucretius.  My  sweet  child  ! 
Col.  My  wife  ! 

V al.  J  ust  gods  ! 

Lucretius.  She’s  dead  ! 

Col.  Alas  ! 
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Bru.  [ lie  takes  the  poniard ,  drawing  it  from 
Lucretia’s  body,  and  holding  it  before  him.] 

By  her  pure  life, 

And  by  her  blood,  the  purest  which  e’er  flow’d, 
Which  Sextus’  villainy  could  not  corrode, 

I  swear ! — and  witness  it,  ye  Pow’rs  divine, 
Immortals  hear  me, — with  this  arm  of  mine 
l  will  annihilate  with  sword  and  fire, 

O’er  field  and  flood,  with  unquench’d  hate  and 
ire. 

The  cursed  Tarquins,  with  their  homes  and  wives. 
Nor  will  I  rest  until  their  vicious  lives 
In  one  same  breath  surrender  each  foul  soul, 

And  free  the  Romans  from  their  vile  control. 
Sowell  the  sceptre  and  the  crown  I’ll  break, 

That  ev’ry  monarch  in  the  world  shall  shake  ! 

Aye,  from  this  hour  falls  the  tyrant’s  throne ! 

[Giving  the  'poniard  to  Valerius.] 


Take  you  the  poniard,  cease  awhile  to  groan. 

Val.  Ah !  this  is  Junius. 

Col .  ’Tis  a  miracle  ! 

Val .  Rome  hath  fulfill’d  her  mighty  oracle  ! 
Col.  Whoe’er  it  be,  oh,  pour  into  my  soul 
Sweet  words  of  vengeance,  which  my  tears  control. 
[Taking  the  poniard.]  Great  gods  !  bear  witness, 
on  this  sacred  blade, 

I  swear  undying  vengeance  to  her  shade. 

The  Tarquins  curb’d  not  license — so  my  hate. 

Nor  bloodshed  or  revenge  shall  ever  sate. 

The  throne,  which  lustful  passions  could  defile. 
Shall  serve,  Lucretia,  for  thy  funeral  pile, 
Valerius,  thou. 

Val.  Oh,  mighty  Pow’rs  divine, 

I  swear  to  crush  the  Tarquins  ! 

Lucretius.  [ taking  the  poniard.]  Now,  ’tis  mine  !] 
Bru .  [to  Valerius.]  Assemble  quick  the 
people. 


[Exit  Valerius.] 
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Lucretius.  Ye  have  done. 

Hear  me,  great  gods,  from  your  eternal  throne ! 
Do  not  despise  me  for  these  trembling  knees, 

Nor  suffer  silver  hairs  my  wrath  to  freeze. 

What,  though  mine  arm  be  weak,  like  molten  lead 
My  curse  shall  light  upon  the  murd’rer’s  head  ! 
Oh,  ye  Immortals,  if  your  priests  speak  true, 

Ye  hear  the  old  man’s  pray’r,  who  now  prays  you 
That  this  foul  murd’rer  may,  with  endless  toil, 
Trail  his  existence  in  a  stranger  soil. 

Unable  e’en  to  beg  his  daily  food, 

But  shed  a  tear  for  ev’ry  drop  of  blood. 

Bru.  [taking  the  poniard  approaches  Lucretia's 
body .]  Be  thou  appeas’d,  sweet  victim 
of  base  guile, 

And  let  thy  shade  on  thy  avengers  smile. 


[Addressing  Collatinus  and  Lucretius. 1 
And  now,  as  is  the  custom,  close  her  eyes, 

And  call  her  spotless  name  with  loud  voice  thrice. 

[Lucretius  and  Collatinus  approach  the  body  of 
Lucretia.] 

Bru.  [calls  solemnly .]  Lucretia ! 

Lucretius.  Lucretia ! 


Col.  Lucretia,  hear ! 


[Shouting  is  heard  outside. ] 


Enter  Valerius. 

Lai.  [to  Brutus'].  The  people  clamour.  Shouldst 
thou  not  appear  ? 

Enter  a  Messenger. 

Mes.  [taking  Brutus  aside.]  Tullia  is  dead !  I 
saw  the  fatal  blade 
Which  pierc’d  her  bosom. 

Peace  unto  her  shade  ! 

She  acted  nobly,  and  a  noble  death 
Releas  d  the  pure  and  guilty  in  one  breath. 

Both  fell  the  victims  of  a  guilty  flame  : 

One  to  her  passion,  one  in  honor’s  name. 
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[. Addressing  Messenger.]  ’Tis  well,  her  ashes  I 
entrust  to  thee ! 

Val.  What  say’st  thou,  Junius  ? 

Bru.  That  our  Rome  is  free  ! 

[  The  crowd  rushes  on  the  stage.'] 

Bru .  Death  to  the  tyrant ! 

[The  crowd  shout. ]  Death  ! 

Val.  His  hour  is  come  ! 

Let  Brutus  lead  us,  let  us  march  on  Rome. 

Bru.  [ turning  to  Lucretia’s  body,  which  the 
citizens  place  on  a  litter.]  To  Rome,  to 
Rome,  oh,  honor’d  shades  of  dead ! 

Bless  freedom’s  standard  and  our  legions  head. 

Let  your  example  animate  our  cause, 

And  consecrate  the  sword  which  Brutus  draws. 
Let  blood  atone  for  blood,  strike  to  be  free  1 
Let  justice,  not  revenge,  crown  victory! 

Let  ev’ry  patriot  leave  his  peaceful  home ! 

Men  of  Collatia,  march  with  me  on  Rome ! 


END  OF  LUCRETIA. 
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